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they were suggefied. 

The long poem of Mogg Megone, was, in a great 

measure, composed in early life ; and it is scarcely 

necessary to say that its lubjeft is not such as the 

writer would have chosen at an ' sequent period. 

J. G. W 

Amesbury, lEih, jd Mo., i ,. 
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"E the old melodions lays 
■a of Spenser's golden days 



Which softly melt the ages througli 



Arcadian Sldne. ~- , 

Spriiikling our noon of time with freshest iBormng lew. 

Yet, vainly la my qniet hours 
To breatiie their mBrvellons not*s I try i 

I feel them, as the leaTes and flowers 

■ --f.'.taiit feel the dewy showers, 
Aiid i'^k wiiJi glad slill lips the hlessiog of the sky. 

The rigor of a frozen dime, 
The harsluif?? of an uutBUght ear. 

Beat oi\enXabor's hurried time, 
Or Duty's ruEced march through Bl«mi and strife, ai* 



Noronndadai. . . 

Unskilled the subtle lines to craoe, 

Or soi^er shades of Natbre's face, 
I Tiaw her common forms with unanointed ayes. 

Kor mine the seer-lika power to show 
Thesecretsof the heart and mind; 

To drop the plummel-line below 

Our common world of Joy and woe, 
A more iatenae despiur or brighter hope to flnd. 

Yet here at least an earnest sense 
Of haman right and weal is shown! 

A hate of tyranny intense, 

And hearty m its vehemence, 
As if my brother's pain imd sorrow were tny own. 

Oh Freedom! if to me belong 
MWmlghty Miltd. divine, 

Nor Marveli and graceful Bong, 

Still with a . is deep ntid strong 
As theirs, I lay, liki m, my best gifts on thy shnnol 
Amesbuby, lltb n , 18*7. 
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POEMS. 



■THE BRIDAL OF I'ENNACOOK.i 

Wf. had been wandering for many days 

Through the rough northern country. We had seen 

The sunset, with ils bans of purple tloud, 

Like a new heaven, aliine upward from the lake 

Of Winnepiseogee i and had felt 

The sunrise breififus, uiiiLit the leafy isles 

Whii'h stoop their Bunimcr beauty to the lips 

Of the bright waters. We had Awvkvd our steeds, 

Silent with wonder, where the mountain wall _ 

Is piled to heaven ; and, tlirough llie narrow rift 

Of the vast rocks, ajtiunfit whose mgrreil feet 

Beats the mail torrent with perpetual roar, 

Wiere noonday is as twilight, and the wind 

Conies bunlened with the everlaBting moaa 

01' forests and of far-off water-falls. 

We ba<l looked upward where the sununer sky, 

Tassi'lk'd with elouds ligbt-woven by the sun, 

Sprung ita blue arch above the abuttinn erags 

O'ei^roofing tbe vast portal of the land 

Ueyoud the wall of mountains We had passed 

The high source of the Sai'o ; and bewildered 

In the dwarf spruce-belts of the Crystal Hills 

Hacl heard above us, like a voice in the cloud, 

Tlie born of Fahyan sounding; and atop 

Of old Agiooi'book had seen the mountains 

Piled to the nortliwanl, shagged with wooil, and thltk 

As maailow mole hillH — the far si'a of Casco, 
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6 THE BBIDAL OP PENNACOOK. 

A white gleam on the horizon of the east ; 
Fair lakes, embororaDil in the wooda and hilU ; 
Moosehillo,;k's mouiit!»in range, and Kearaarge 
Lifting his Titan Ibrehead l« the sun I 

And we had rested underneath the oaks 
Shadomnn the bank, whose grassy spires are 

shaken 
By the perpetual beating of the falls 
or the wild Amuionoosuc. We liad tracked 
The winding I'cmijxewasset, ovci'hung 
Bj- beci-hen ehaxlows, whitening doim its rocks, 
Or laaily gliding through its intervals, 
From waving i-j-e-fields seniJing up the gleam 
Of sunlit waters. We had seen the raoon 
Ksing Lehind Uinhagog's eastern pines 
Like a great Indian camp-fire ; and its beama 
At midnight spanning with a bridge of silver 
The Memmadc by Un.canoonui.-'B falls. 

There were fi\-e souls of us whom (ravel's chanoo 

Had thrown together in these wild north hiUa :— 

A eity lawyer, for a month emapiiig 

From his dull olHoe, where the wea'rv eye 

Saw only hot brick walla and close thronged 



Briefless asyet, but with an eye to see 
Life's sunniest side, and with a heart to take 
Its fhancea all as God-senda ; and his brother, 
Pale from long pulpit studies, yet reiainin" 
The warmth and freshness of a genial hewt, 
Whose miiTor of the beautiful and true, 
In Man and Nature, was as yet nnclimmed 
By dust of thcolw^ie strife, or breath 
Of sect, or cohwetiB of scholastic lore ; 
Like a dear ('ryatal cahn of water, taking 
The hue and image ol' o'erleaning llowera. 
Sweet huniaii lairL'B, white clouda of the noon. 
Slant starlight glimpaes through the dewy leaves, 
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Aoii tcndprest mooniise. 'Twas, in truth, a study. 

To mark hia spirit, alternating between 

A decent auJ professional gravity 

And an irreverent mirtliliilness, which often 

Laughed in the faee of liia divinity, 

Plucked off tlie Birred oplioil, quite unshrined 

The oracle, and for the pattom priost 

Left us the man. A shrewd, sagacious merchant, 

To whom Uio soiled sheet found in Crawford's inn 

Giving the latest news of eity stouka 

And sales of cotton had a deeper meaning 

Than the great presonte of the awful raountaintt 

Glorified by the sunset; — and his daughter, 

A delicate flower on whom had blown too long 

Those evil winds, which, sweeping from the ice 

And winnowing the fogs of Ljibriuior, 

Shed their cold blight round Massachusetts Bay, 

l\^ith the same breath which atirs Spring's opening 

And lifts her half-formed flower-bell on its stem. 
Poisoning our sea-aide atmosphere. 

It chanced 
That as we turned upon our homewaivi way, 
A drear northeastern stonn came howling up. 
The valley of the Saco; and that girl 
Who had stood with us upon Mount Washington, 
Her brown locks ruffled by the wind which whirled 
In gusts around its sharp cold pinnacle. 
Who had joined our gay trout-fishing in the streama 
Which lave that giant's feet; whose laugh was 

Like a bird's carol on the sunrise breeze 

Which swelled onr sail amidst the lake's green 

islands, 
Shrank from its harsh, chill breath, and visibly 

droo]ied 
Like a flower in the frost. So, in tliat quiet inn 
Wluch looks from Conway on the niouutaias piled 
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B THE BRIDAL OF PENNACOO*. 

Heavily ajtainst the horizon of the north, 
Like summer thiindur-ulouils, we made our home! 
And whiip. the mist tmiig over drippin-; hills. 
And the tolil wind-driven rain^^^op3, all day long 
Bflat llieir sail music upon roof and pane. 
We strove to cheer our gentle invahd. 

The lawyer in the pauses of the storm 
Went angling; down the Saco, aad, returning, 
Recounted hiB adventures and mishaps; 
Gave us the hiatoiy of his sealy clients, 
Mii^ling with iudjcrous yet apt citatious 
Of barbarous law Latin, 'passages 
From Izaak Walton's Angler, sweet and fresh 
As the flower-skirted streams of Staffordshire 
Where, under aged trees, the southwest wind 
Of soft June mornings fanned the thin, white hmt 
Of the siige fisher. And, il' truth be told, 
Our youthful candidate fotaook his sermons, 
His commentaries, articles and creeds 
For the fair page of human loveliness — 
The miaaal of young hearts, whose sacred text 
Is music, its illumining sweet smiles. 
He sang the songs she loved ; and in his low, 
Deep earnest voice, recited many a p^e 
Of poetry — the holiest, tenderest lines 
Of the sad bard of OIney — the sweet songs, 
Simple and beautiful as Truth and Nature, 
Of him whose whitened locks on Kydal Mount 
Are lifted yet by morning breezes blowing 
From the green hilla, immortal in his lays. 
' And for myself, obedient to her wish. 

Iseai-chedoi ~ " 

rell-thm 
pittiircs 

Of sealy fiends and angels not unlike them — 
Watta' unmuloilioiis tisalms — Astrology's 
La'ft home, a musty file of Almanacs," 
And an old chronicle of border ware 
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And Indian history. And, as I read 

A story of the marriajte of the Chief 

Of Saugus to the duaky Weetamon, 

Daaghter of Passiiconaway, wbo dwelt 

In the old time upon Merrimack, _ 

Our fair one, in the plaj-fui excreiae 

Of her prevcKative — the ri"ht divins 

Of youHi and beauty,— bade aa versify 

The legend, and with ready pencil aketched 

Its plan and outlioea, laughingly assigning 
To each his part, and bai-ring our excuses 
mth absolute will. So, Uke the cavaliera 
Whose Toices still are heard in the Romance 
Of silver-tongued Boccaccio, on the banks 
Of Amo, wi3i soft tales of love b^uilinff 
The ear of laiimiid beauty, pl^ae-exileJ 
From stately Florence, we rehearsed our rhyme* 
To their f<ur auditor, and shared bv turns 
Her kind approval and her playful censure. 

It may be that these fragments owe alone 
To the fair setting of their circumstances — 
The associations of time, scene and audience — 
Their place amid the pictures which fill up 
Tbe chambei-s of my memory. Yet I trust 
That some, who sigh, while wandering in thougnt. 
Pilgrims of Romance o'er the olden world. 
That our broad land — our sea-like lakes andmouo- 

Kled to the clouds, — our rivers overhung 

By forests which have known no other cfiango 

For ages, than the budding and the fall 

Of leaves— our valleys lovelier than those 

Which the old poets sang ot^— shouhl but figure 

On the apocryphal chart of speculation 

is pasture.?, wood-lots, mill-sites, with the pri rilege*, 

liglits and appurtenances, which make up 

\ Yankee Paradise — unsung, unknown. 

To beautiful tradition ; even their names. 
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WIiose_ meloily yet lingers like the last 

Vibration of the red man's rcfiuitm, 

EscLanged for syllables signifieant 

Of eotton-mill and rail-ear,— will look kindly 

Upon this effort to eall up the gliost 

Of our dim Past, and listen with pleased ear 

To the responses of the questioned Shade; 

I. TIIK jrEIiRISlACK. 

Oh, ehild^ of that white-orested moimlain whuM 



Gush forth in the shade of the cliff-eagle's wings, 
Down whose slopes to the lowlands thy wild waters 

Leapjn" gray walls of rock, flaahing through the 
dwarf pine. 

From that cloud-curtained cradle so oold and so 

From tho arms of that wintry-locked mother of 

Bj- hills huug with forests, through vales wide and 

Thy mountain-bom brightness glanced down to 

No bridge arched thy waters save that where th* 

Stretched their long arms above thee and kissed in 

the breeze : 
No sound save the lapse of the waves on Ihy shoies. 
The plun^ng of otters, the light dip of oars. 

Groen-tufted, oak-shaded, by Amoskeair's fall 
Thy twin Uncanooiiucs rose stately anS tall, 
Thy Nashua meadows lay green and unshorn. 
And the bills of Peiitucket were tasselled mlh 
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But thy Pennacook valley was fairer than these, 
Adi) r-reener its grasses and taller its trees, 
Ere t?o sound of an axe in the forest had rung. 
Or the mower his scythe in the meadows had swung 

In their sheltered repose iookins out from the wood 
Tlie bark-builded wigwams of Penna^-ook stood, 
Tliere elided the eom-danee— the CouncJ fire 

And saaioat the red war-post the hatchet WM 

thrown. 
There the old smoked in silence their pipes, and 
To the pike aod^the white perah their baited lines 

There the boy shaped his arrows, and there the 

shy maid 
Wove her many-hued baskets and bright wampum 

Oh Stream of the Mountains! if answer of thrae 
Could rise from thy waters to question of Jiinc, 
Methinks through the din of thy thronged banks a 

Of sorrow would swell for the days wUch haya 
gone. 

Not for thee the dull Jar of the loom and the wheel, 
The eliding of shuttles, the ringing of steel ■, 
But thatofd voice of walerg,of bird audof breeia, 
The dip of the wild-fowl, the rustling of trees ! 



Lift we the twilight curtains of the Past, 
And turning from familiar sight and sound 

Badly and fulfof reverence let ua cast 

A glance upon Tradition's shadowy ground, 
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12 THE BRIDAL OP PENNACOOK. 

Led by tbe few pale lights, which glimmering 

Tliat Uim, strantre land of Eld, seem dying fasl ; 
And that whith history gives not to the eye, 
The faded iwloring of Time's tapestry, 
Let Fancy, with her dreaca-dlpped brush snpplj 

Roof of bark and walla of pine. 

Through whosethinka the smibeams shine, 

Tracing many a golden line 

On the ample lloor within ; 
Where ujKin that eartli-floor stark, 
ha.y the gaudy mats of bark, 
With the bear's hide, rough and dark. 

And the red-deer's skin. 

Window-tracery, small and slight. 
Woven of the willow white, 
Ijent a dimly-checkered light, 

And the ni''ht-stara glimmered down. 
Where the lodge-fire's heavy smoke. 
Slowly through an opening broke. 
In the low roof, ribbed with oak. 

Sheathed with hemlock brown. 

Gloomed behind the changeless shade, 
By the solemn pine-wood made ; 
Throucrh the riwged palisade. 

In the open foreground planted, 
Glimpses came of rowers rowin". 
Stir of leaves and wild flowers Blowing, 
Steel-like gleams of water flowing. 

In the sunlight slanted. 

Here the mighty Bashaba, 

questioned s .^ , 
Hills, far away, 
ea's sounding shore; 



«jhy Google 



[. OF PKKSACOOK. 



Or waa still once more. 

There his irooils of chase and war. 
Jaw of wolf and blauk bear'a paw, 
Panther's skin and eagle's claw, 

Lay besides his axe and bow; 
And, adown the i-oof-^le hung, 
Loosely on a snaku-skin strung, 
la the smoke bis scalp-locks swung 

Grimly to and fro. 

Ninbtly down the river going, 
Swifter was the hunter's rowin". 
When he saw that loclge-fire glowing 

O'er the waters stilfand rM ; 
And the squaw's dark eye burned brighter. 
And she drew her blanket tighter. 
As, irith oaicker step and Lghter, 

From that door she fled. 

For that thief had magic skill, 
And a Panisee's dark will. 
Over powers of good and ill, 

Powers which bless and powers which ban- 
Wizard lord of Peijnacook, 
Chiefs upon their war-path shook, 
When they met the steady look 

Of that wise dark man. 

Tales of bim the gray squaw told, 
When the winter night-wind cold 
Pierced her blanket's thickest fold. 

And the fire burned low and small, 
Till the Terj- child a-bed, 
Drew its bear-skin over head, 
Shrinking from the pale lights shed 

On the trembling walL 
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All the subtle spirits hiding 
Under earth or -wave, abiding 
In tbe eayemed rock, or riJinii 

Misty clouds or morning breeae ; 
Every dark intelligence, 
Secret soul, and influence 
Of all things which outward sense 

Feels, or hears or sees, — 

Theae the wizard's skill confessed, 
At his bidding banned or blessed, 
Slormful woke or lulled to rest 

Wind and cloud, and fire and floodj 
Burned for him tbe drifted snow. 
Bade through ice fresh lilies blow. 
And the leaves of summer grow 

Over winter's wood I 

Not untrue that tale of old I 
Now, as then, the wise and bold 
All the powers of Nature bold 

Subject to their kingly will ; 
From the wondering crowds ashore, 
Treading life's wild waters o'er. 
As upon a marble floor. 

Moves the strong man stilL 

Still, to such, life's elements 
With their sterner laws dispense. 
And the chain of consequence 

Broken in (heir pathway lies ; 
Time and change meir vassals makings 
Flowers from icy pillows waking, 
Tresses of the sunrise shaking 

Over midnight skies. 

Still, to earnest souls, the sun 
Rests on towered Gibeon, 
And the moon of ^aloa 
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Hiddeu powers and giant foreea. 
And the high stars ia their courses 
Mioi^le iu his strife I 



TiiHi soot-black browa of mea — the yell 
Of women throning round the bed — 

The tinkling charm of ring and shell — 
The Powah whispering o'er the dead I — 

AH these the Satbem's home had known, 
When, on her journey long and wild 

To the dim World of Souls, atone. 
In her young beauty passed the mother of his ehild. 

Three bow-shots from the Sachem's dwelling 

They liud her in the walnut shade, 
Where a green hillock gently swelling 

Her fitting mound of burial made. 
There trailed the vine in Summer hours — 

The tree-perched squirrel dropped his shell- 
On velvet moss and pale-hued flowers, 
Woven with leaf and spray, the softened sunshiut 
feUl 

The Indian's heart is hard and cold — 

It closes darkly o'er its care. 
And formed in Nature's sternest mould. 

Is slow to feel, and strong to bear. 
The war-paint on the Sachem's face, 

Unwet with tears, shone fierce and red. 
And, still in battle or in chase, 
Dry leaf and snow-rime crisped beneath his for* 

Yet, when her name was heard no more, 
And when the r:>be her mother gave. 
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And small, light moccaan she wore. 

Had slowly wasted on her grave, 
Unmarked of him the dark maids sped 

Their sunset dam* and moonlit play; 
No other shared his lonely bed, 
No other fair young head upoa his bosom lay. 

A lone, 8t«rn man. Tet, as sometimes 
The tempest^emitten tree receives 

Prom one small root the sap whieh climbs 
Its topmost spray and crowning leaves, 

So from his child uie Sachem drew 
A life of Love and Hope, and felt 
His cold and ru^ed nature through 
The softness and the warmth of her young bdng 

A laugh which in the woodland rauf 

Bemocking April's gladdest bird — 
A light and graceful form whieh sprang 

To meet bim when his step was heara — 
Eyes bv his lodge-fire flashing dark. 

Small fingers stringing bead and shell 
Or weaving mats of brighl^hued hark, — 
With these the household-god^ had graced his wig- 
Child of the forest I — strong and free, 

Slightf^robed, with loosely flowing hdr, 
She swam the lake or climbed the tree, 

Or struck the flying bird in air. 
O'er the heaped drifts of Winter's moon 

Her snow-shoes tracked the hunter's way; 
And dazzling in the Summer noon 
He blade of her light oar threw off its shower of 
spray! 

Unknown to her the rigid rule, 

The dull restraint, the chiding frown, 
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The weary torture of Ite school, 

The taming of ivild nature down. 
Her only lore, the leijends told 

Around the hunter's fire at night; 
Stars rose and set, and seasons rolled. 
Flowers bloomed and snow-flakes fell, unquestioneii 
in her sight. 

Unknown to her the subtle skill 

With which the artist-eye can trace 
Id rock and tree and lake and hill 
Thi outlines of divinest grace; 
Unknown the fine soul's keen unrest 

Which sees, admires, yet yearns alway ; 
Too closely on her mother's breast 
To note her snules of !ove the child of Natur* 
lay I 

It is enough for such to be 

Of common, natural thinM a part, 

To feel with bird and stream and tree 
The pulses of the same great heart; 

But we, from Nature Ions exiled 

In our cold homes of Art and Thought, 

Grieve like the stranger-t«nded child. 
Which seeks its motter's arras, and sees but feels 

'ITie garden rose may ricUj bloom 

In cultured soil and genial air, 
To cloud the li"ht of Fashion's room 

Or droop in Beauty's midnight htur, 
In lonelier grace, to sun and dew 

The sweet-briar on the hiQ-side shows 
Its single loaf and fainter hue, 
Dntnuned and wildly free, yet still a sister tose ! 

Thus o'er the heart of Weetaraoo 
Their imngling shades of joy and ill 
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The instincts of her nature threw,- ■ 

The savage was a woman still. 
Midst outlines dim of maiden Kcliemes, 

Heart'Colored prophecies of life, 
Rose on the ground of her young dreame 
The light of a, new home — the lover and the n 



Coot, and dark fell the Autumn uight. 
But the Bashaba's wigwam glowed with light, 
For down from its roof by green withes hung 
Plaiing and smoking the pine-knots swung. 



Showing behind the tall, daili wood 
Flashing before on the sweeping flood. 

In the changeM wind, with shimmer and shade, 
Now high, now low, that flre-Ught played, 
On tree-leaves wet with evening dews. 
On gliding water and sdll canoes. 

The trapper, that night on Turee's brook 
And the weary fisher on Conloocook 
Saw over the marshes and through the pine. 
And down on the river the dance-lights shine 

For the Saugus Sachem had eome to woo 
The Bashaba's dau"bter Weetamoo, 
And l£ud at her father's feet that night 
His softest (ara and wajnpum white. 

From the Crystal Hills to the far Southeast 
The river Sagamores came to the feast ; 
And chie& whoso homes the sea-winds sho(^ 
Sat down on the mats of Fennacook. 
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They came from Sunapee's sliore of rock, 
From the snowy sources of Snooganock, 
And from rough Cobs whoae thick woods eliakt 
Their pine-ooiiea in Umbagog lake. 

I'rom Ammonoosuck's mountain pasa 
WilU as his home came Clicpcwass ; 
And the Keenom]>s of tbo hills whioh throw 
Their shade on the Smile of Manito. 

With pipes of peace and bows unstrung, 
Glowing with paint came old and young, 
In wampum and furs and feathers arrayed 
To the dance and feast the Bashaba made. 

Sird of the air and beast of the field. 
All which the woods and waters jndd 
On dishes of birch and hemlock piled 
Garnished and graced that banquet wild. 

Steaks of the brown bear fat and large 
From the rocky slopes of the Kearsarge; 
Delicate trout from Babboosuck brook, 
And salmon spear'd in the Contoocook; 

Squirrels which fed where nula fell thick 
In the gravelly bed of the Ottemic, 
And small wild hens in reed-snares caught 
From the banks of Sondagardee brought ■ 

Kko and perch from the Suncook taken. 
Nuts from the trees of the Black Hills shaken, 
Cranberries picked in the Squajosoot bog. 
And grapes from the vines of Piscataquog : 

[[standi 
And, drawn from that great stone vase which 
In the river scooped by a spiiit's hands,* 
Garnished with spoons of shell and horn. 
Stood the birchen dishes of smoking com. 
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Thus bird of the air and beast of the field. 
All whii^h the woods and the watera yield, 
Fvirnisheil in that olden dav 
The bndal feast of the Bashaba. 

And merrily when that feast was done 
On the fire-lit green the danee begun, 
"With squaws' shrill stave, and deeper hum 
Of old men beating the Indian driua. 

Panted and plumed, with scalp locks flowing, 
And red ama tos^ng and blailk eyes glowingj 



The step was quicker, the song more shrill. 
And (he beat of the small drums louder stilt 
Whenever within the circle drew 
The Saugus Sachem and Weetamoo. 

The moons of forty winters had shed 
Their snow upon that chieftain's head, 
And toil and care, and battle's chance 
Had seamed his hard dark countenance. 

A fawn beside the bison grim — 
Why turns the bride's fond eye on him. 
In whose cold look is naught beside 
The triomph of a sullen pride ? 

Ask why the graceflil grape entwines 
'I'hu rough oak with her arm of vines ; 
And why the gray rock's rugged cheek 
The soft hps of the mosses seek : 

Why, with wise instinct, Nature seems 
To harmonize her wide extremes. 
Linking the stronger with the weak, 
The haughty vrith the soft and meek 1 
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A wild and broken landscape, spiked with fira, 

Eoughening the bleak horiaon's northern edge, 
Steep, eavemous liiU-sidea, where black hcmLOck 

And sharp, gray splinters of tbe wind-swepl 

Pierced the thin-glared ice, or bristUng rose. 
Where tie cold rirp of the sky auuk down upon 

the SQOWB. 

And eastward cold, wide marabca stretebed away, 
Dull, dreary flats without a busb or tree, 

O'er-crossed by icy creeks, where twice a day 
Gai^led the waters of the mooii-struck sea ; 

And faint with distan:;e eame tbe stilled roar. 

The melancholy lapse of .waves on that low shore. 

No cheerful vill^ with its mingliug smokes, 
No laugh of children wrestling in the enow. 

No camp-fire blaziag through tbe hill-iude oaks, 
No fishers kneeling on the ice below; 

Yet miilst all desolate things of sound and view, 

Through the long winter moons smiled dark-eyed 
Weetamoo. 

Her heart had found a home ; and freshly all 

lis beautiful affections oveigi'ew 
Their runged prop. As o'er some granite wall 

Soft viae leaves open to the moistening dew 
And warm bright sua, the love of that young wife 
Found on a hatd cold breast tbe dew and warmth 
of life. 
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No warmth of heart, no passionate burst of fueling 
EU'piud lier welcouiinp; smile, and partin>r kisa, 

No fond and playful daflianoe half concealing, 
Under the guise of mirth, its tenderness ; 

But, in their stead, the wanioi-'s settled pride, 

And vanity's pleased smile ivith homage satii^ed. 

Enough for Weetamoo, that she alone 
Sat on his mat and slumbered at his side ; 

That ho whose fame to her young ear had floi/n, 
Now looked upon her proudly as his bride ; 

That he whose name the JVIobawk trembling l^aH 

Vouchsated to her at times a kindly look or word. 

For ahe had learned the maxims of her race, 
Which teach the woman to become a stave 

And feel herself the pardonless di^race 

Of love's fond weakness in the wise and brave— 

The scandal and the shame which they incur. 

Who give to woman all which man requires of her. 

So passed the winter moons. The sun at last 
Brake link by link the frost chain of the rills, 

And the warm breathings of the southwest passed 
Over the boar rime of the Saugus hills. 

The gray and desolate marsh grew green onca 

e fell round tha 



Then from fer Pennacook swift runners camCj 
With fnft and greeting tor the Saugus chief; 

Beseechmg him iti the frreat Sachem's name, 
That, with the coming of the Howcr and leaf, 

The sODg of birds, the warm breeze and the nun, 

foung Weetamoo might greet her lonely sire agiun 
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Aud Wonepurkit called bis eliicfa together, 
And a grave council in his wigwam met, 

Solemn and brief in words, oonsidering whether 
The rinid rales of forest etiquette 

Permitted Weetamoo onee more to look 

Upon her father's fece and green-banked PennaF 

With interlude! of pipe-smoke and strong water, 
The forest si^es pondered, and at length, 

Concluded in a body to escort her 

Up to her fafber's home of pride and strength. 

Impressing thus on Pennacook a sense 

Of Winnepurkit's power and regal eonsetiuence. 

So throagh old woods which Aukeetamit's ^ hand, 
A soft and many-shaded greenness lent, 

Over high breezy bills, and meadow land 

Yellow with flowers, the wild procession went, 

Till rolling down its wooded banks between, 

A broad, clear, mountan stream, the Merrimack 



The hunter leaning on his bow undrawn — 
The fisher lonngmg on the pebbled shores. 

Squaws in the clearing dropping the seed-torn. 
Young children peering through the wigwam 

Saw with delight, surrounded by her ti'aln 

Of painted Saugus braves, their Weetaaioo again. 



, AT PENNACOOK. 



Are ever those at which our young lips drank, 
Blooped tfl their waters o'er tiie grassy bank : 
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a-watch, Home's hearth- 
ind the helmsman plunging ttroui-h thn 



The home-sick dreamer's hrow is nightly faulted 
By breezes whispering of his native land, 
And, on the stranger's dim and dying eye 
The aott, sweot pictures of bi£ childhood lie 

Joy Iben for Weetamoo, to sit once more 
A child upon her father's wigwam floor I 
Once more with her old fondness lo beguile 
iVom his cold eye the strange liglit of a smile. 

The long bright da^ of Summer swiftly passed, 
The dry leaves whirled in Autumn's rising blast, 
And evening cloud and whitening sunrise rime 
Told of the coming of the winter time. 

But vainly looked, the while, young Weetamoo, 
Down the dark river for her chiefs eanoe : 



No dusky messenger from Saugus broujiht,' 
The grateful tidings which the young wife sought 

At length a mnner from her father sent, 
To Winnepurkit's sea-cooled wigwam went; 
" Eagle of Saagus,— in the woods the dove, 
Mourns for the shelter of thy wings of love." 

Bat the dark chief of Saugus turned aside 
In the glim anger of hard-hearted pride ; 
" I bore her as became a chieftain's daughter, 
Up to her home beside the gliding water. 

" ff now no more a mat for her is found 

Of all which line her father's wigwam round, 
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Let Peunauook cal! out his warrior train 
And send her baoli with warapuoi gifta again." 

The baffled rnnner turned upon his track, 
Bearing the wonld of Winnepurkit back, 
" Do" of the Mai-sh" cried Tennacook, " no more 
ShalTcluld of uilne sit on his wigwaju floor. 

" Go — let him aeek lome meaner squaw to spread 
riie stolen bear-skin of hia beggar's bed : 
Son of a fish-hawk ! — let him di;^ his clam* 
For some vile daughter of the ^awams, 

" Or coward Nipmucks 1 — may his scalp dr^- blaok 

In Moliawk smoke, before I send her bat;k." 

He shook his clenched hand towards the ocean 

While hoarse assent his listening council gave. 

Alas poor bride ! — can thy grim sire impart 
His iron hardness to thy woman's heart ? 
Or cold 8«lf-torturing pride like his atone 
For love denied and Ufe's warm beauty flown ? 

On Autumn's gray and mournful grave the snow 
Hung its white wreaths; with stilled voice and 



And many a Moon in beauty newly born 
Pierced the red sunset with her silver horn, 
Or, from the east across her azure lield 
Boiled the wide brightness of her full-orbed shield 

Yet Winnepurktt came not— -on the mat 
Of the scorned ivife bur dusky rival sat, 
And ho, the while, in Western wowls afar — 
Urged the long chase, or trod tlie patli of war. 
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Diy up thy tears, young liaughtor of a cbiefl 
Waste not ou liiin the sacrcilness of grief ; 
Bo the fierce spirit of thy sii* thine own, 
His lips of scorning, and his heart of stone, 

Wliat heeds the warrior of a hundred fights, 
The storra-wom watcher throngh loiij; himtino nicbta 
Cold, crafty, proud of woman's weak distress 
Her home-bound grief aud pining loneliness? 

Vn. THE DEPAKTIIKB. 

The wild March rains had fallen fast and loaa 
The snowy monnt^uns of the North a 



Making each vale a watercourse — each hTu 
Bright with the cascade of some new made rHI. 

Gnawed by the stinheanie, softt-ned by the viun. 
Heaved underneath by the swollen corrent's str^o, 
The ice-bridge yielded, and the Merrimack 
Bore the huge ruin crashing down its track. 

On that strong turbid water, a small boat 
Guided by one weak hand was seen to float, 
Eril the fate which loosed it from the shore, 
Too early voyager with too frail an oar I 

Down the vexed centre of that rushinn- tide. 
The tliicfc huge ice-blocks threatenlng'either side. 
The foam-wlute rocks of Amoskeag in view, 
With arrowy swiftness sped that light canoe. 

The trapper moistening his moose's meat 

On the wet bank by Uneanoonuc'e feet, 

Saw the swift boat fljish down the troubled strean^- 

Slept he, or waked he V— was it trutb or dream 1 

The straining eye bent fearfully before. 
The small band clenching on the useless oar, 
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The bead-wrouglit blanket trdling o'er tlio water- 
He knew them all— woe for tlie Sathem'a daughter 

Sick and aweary of her lonely life, 
Heeil!<!ss of peril the still faithful wife 
Had left her mother's erave, her father's dctor. 
To seek the wigwam of her chief once more. 

Down the white rapids like a sear leaf whirled, 
On the sharp rocks and piled up ices hurled, 
Empty and broken, ciroled the canoe 
In the vexed pool below— but, where was Wto- 



The Dark eye has left us. 

The Spring-bird has flown; 
On the pathway of apirila 
She wanders alone. 
The song of the wood-dove has died on our shore 
*{at (lionet kunna-iDonee ! ' — We hear it no more t 

Oh, dark water Spirit 1 
We cast on thy wave 
These furs which may never 
Hang over her grave ; 
Bear down to the lost one the ro!)oa that she wore 
Mai KO'ich kunna-monee ! — We see her no more I 

Of the strange land she walks in 

No Powah has told : 
Tt may burn with the sunshine. 
Or freeze with the cold. 
Let ns give to our lost one the robes that she worai 
M<i wonck kunna-monee .' — We see her no more t 
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Eaoli gliding in shadow 
Unsueii and alone ! — • 
In viun shall we call on this souls gone herore— 
Mai woiick kunna-moi^e ! — They near us no more 1 

Oh mighty Sowanna ! T 
Thy gateways unfold, 
From thy wigwam of euuaet 
Lift curtaina of gold 1 
Take home the poor Spirit whose journey is o'er — 
Mat wonck latnna^monee ! — We see her no more I 

So sang the Children of the Leaves beside 
The broad, dark river's coldly-flowing tide, 
Now low, now harsh, with 6ob-likc pause and awel] 
On the high wind their voices rose and fell. 
Nature's wild music — sounds of wind-swept trees, 
The scream of birds, tlie wailing of tte breeze, 
The roar of waters, steady, deep and strong. 
Mingled and miinnured in tliat fiirewell song. 
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Who stands on tliat cliff, like a figure of stone, 
Unmovin^ and tall in the light of the sky, 
Where Uie spray of ihe cataract sparkles cm 

Lonely and sternly, save Moj™ Megone ? ^ 
Clos« to the yer«;e of the rock is he. 

While beneath him the Saco its work is doing, 
Hurrying down to its grave, the sea. 

And slow through the roek its pathway hewing I 
Far down, through the mist of the falling river, 
Which rises up like an incense ever, 
The splintered points of the crags are seen, 
With water howling and vexed between, 
While the scooping whirl of the pool beneath 
Seems an open throat, with its granite teeth I 

But Mc^ Megone never treroblod yet 

Wherever hia eye or bis foot was set. 

He is watchful: each form in the moonlight dim, 

Of rock or of tree, is seen of him : 

He listens ; each sound from afar is caught, 

The fiuntest shiver of .haf and li'^b: 
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And Ruth, when she sees it, shall dance with 

Mogg." 
His eyes are fixed — but his lips draw in — 
With a low, hoarse chuckle, and fiendish grin, — 
And he sinks again, like a senseless log. 

Ruth does not epeak — she does not atir ; 

But she gazes down on the murderer, 

Whose broken and dreamfiil slumbers (ell, 

Too much for her ear, of that deed of hell. 

She sees the knife, wilh its slaughter red. 

And the dark fingers clenching the bear-skin bed ' 

What thoughts of horror and madness whirl 

Through the burning brain of that fidien girl I 

John Bonython lifts his gun to his eye, 
lis muzzle is close to the Indian's ear — 

But he drops it again. " Some one may be nigh, 
And I would not that even tha wolves should 

Ha draws his knife from its deer-skin belt — 
Its edge with his fingers is slowly felt ; — 
Kneeling down on one knee, by the Indian's 

Prom his throat he opens the blanket wide ; 

And twice or thrice he feebly esaaya 

A trembling hand with the knife to raise. 

" I cannot "—he mutters—" did he not save 
My life from a told and wintry grave, 
Wien the storm camo down from Agioocboofc, 
And the north-wind howled, and the tree-top» 

And I strove, in the drifts of the rushing snow, 

Till my knees grew weak and I could not go, 

And I felt the cold to mj" vitals creep. 

And my heart's blood stiffen, and pulsea sleep ! 

I canuot strike him — Ruth Bonython I 

In the devil's name, tel! me — what's to be done 1 ' 
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BwatArt9—lLen/j a rustle amon;; thelesTes; 

Another— tl* cUok of his gun is heard I — 
A foiit3t«jj — is it the step of Cleaves, 

With InJian blood on his English sword ? 
Steals Haiinon 13 down from the sands of Yack. 
With hand of iron and foot of cork ? 
Has Stamraan, versed in Indian wile, 
For vengeance left his vine hung isle ? 13 
U&rk I at that nhistle, eott and kiw, 

How lights the eye of Mogg Megone ! 
A Bmile gleams o'er his dusky brow — 

" Boon welcome, Johnny Bonython I " 

Out steps, with cautious foot and slow. 
And quick, keen glances to ami fra. 

The hunted outlaw, Bonython I '* 
A low, lean swarthy man is he, 
With blanket-garb and huskin'd knee, 

And nought of English fashion on ; 
For be hates the race from whence he sprung, 
And he couches his words in the Lidian longn*. 

" Hush — let the Sachem's voice be weak ; 

The water-rat shall hear him Bpcak— 

The owl shall whoop in the white man's ear. 

That Mogg Mecone, with his scalps, is here I " 

He pauses — da^, over cheek and brow, 

A flush, aa of shame, is stealing now: 

" Sachem I " he says, " let me have the land. 

Which stretches awsp upon either hand, 

Aa tar about as my feet can stray 

In the half of a gentle summer's day. 

From the leaping brook 'S to the Saco rivep^ 
And the fair-haired girl, thou hast sought of iii«, 
Shall ait in the Sachem's wigwam, and be 

The wife of Mogg Me^ne forever." 

There's -a sudden light in the Indian's glance, 
A moment's trace of poweriiil teeUng — 
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Over his proud, calm features stealing. 
" Tlie wortla of my father are very good ; 
He shall have the land, and water, and wood; 
And he who harms the Sagamore Joha, 
Shall feel the knife of Jlogg Megone ; 
But the fawn of the Yengeea shall sleep on ray 

And die bird of tbe dearing shall fdog in mjr 

* But father ! " — and the Indian's hand 

Falls B;en(l7 on the white maa's arm 
And yt'aa a smile as shrewdly bland 

As the deep voice ia slow and calm — 
" Where ia ray father's einging-bird — 

The sunny eye, and sunset aair? 
I know I have my father's word, 

And that his word is good and fair ; 

But, will my father teU me where 
Megone shall go and look for his bride ? — 
For he sees her not by her father's ade." 

The dait, stem eye of Bonython 

Flai'hes over the featui'es of Mo^ Megone, 
In one of those glances which search within ; 

But the stolid calm of the Indian alone 

Remains where the trace of emotion has been. 

" Does the Saehem doubt ? Let him go with me, 

And Ijie eyes of the Sachem his bride shall see." 
Cautious and slow, with pauses oH, 
And watj;hful eyes and whispers soft, 
The twain are stealing through the wood, 
Leaving the downward-mshing flood, 
Whose deep and solemn roar behind. 
Grows fainter on the evening wind 



«jhy Google 



uooo HoaoNE- " 

Or tlie hooting of the owl. 

On hia leafy cradle swung ? — 
Quickly glancing, to and fro, 
Listening to each sound tlie;^ go 
Bound &s colunms of the pine, 
IndistJuct, in shadow, seenung 
Like soQie old and pillared ahrine^ 
With the soft and whit« moonahine, 
Bound the foliage-tracerj; shed 
Of eacli column's branching head. 

For its lamps of worship gleaming I 
And the sounds awakened ttere. 
In the pine leaves fine and small, 
Soft and sweetly rouaical, 
By the fingers of the ajr, 
Tor the anthem's dying fall 
Lingering round some temple's wall I — 
ITiefie ana cornice round and round 
Wiuling like lie ghost of sound I 
Is not Nature's worship thus 
Ceaseless ever, going on ? 
Hath it not a voice for us 

In the thunder, or the tone 
Of the leaf-harp faint and small, 
Speaking to the unsealed ear 
Words d' blended love and fear 
Of the nughty Soul of all ? 

Nought had the twain of thoughts like these 

As tEey wound along through the crowded trees, 

Where never had rung the axeman's stroke 

On the gnarled trunk of the rough-barked '.aki— 

Climbing the dead tree's mossy 1m, 

Breaking the mesh of the bramble fine. 

Turning aside the wild gra^ie vine. 
And lightly crossing the quaking bog 
Whose surface shakos at the leap of the frog, 
4nd out of whose pools the ghostly fog 

Creeps into the chill moonshine I 
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Ter, evijn that Indian's ear had heard 
The preachinc of the Holy Word : 
SanchekantaekeC's isle of sand 
Was once liis father's bunting land. 
Where zealous Iliauooraes IB stood — 
The wild apostle of the wood, 
Shook front his soul the fear oi harm, 
And trampled on the Powwaw's chana; 
Until the wizard's curses hung 
Suspended on his palsying tongue. 
And the fierce warrior, gnm and tall, 
Trembled before the forest Paul I 



glowing. 
On rock and bough and tree-trunk rude, 

A narrow lustre throwing. 
" Who's there ? " a clear, firm voice demands : 

" Hold, Eutb— 'tis I, the Sagamore I " 
Quick, at the summons, hasty hands 

Unclose the bolted door ; 
And on the outlaw's daughter shine 
The flashes of the kindled pine. 

Tall and erect the maiden stands, 



Yet, where her long fair hair is parting, 
A pure white brow into light is starting; 
And, where the folds of her blanket sever, 
Are a neck and bosom as white as ever 
Tlie foam-wreaths rise on the leaping river. 
But, in the convulsive quiver and gnp 
Of the muscles around her bloodless up. 
There is scmetbing p^nfui and sad to see ; 
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And bef eve has a glance more sternly wUd 
Than even that of a forest clill'i 
In its fearless and untamed freedom sliould be. 

Yet, seldom in haU or couH are seen 
So queenly a form and so noble a mien, 

As freely and smiling she welcomes tbem there— ■ 
Her outlawed sire and Mogc Megone: 

" Pray, father, how does thy hunting fare? 
And, Sachem, say — does Scamman wear, 
In spite of thv promise, a scalp of his own ? " 
Hurried and lisV is the maiden's tone ; 

But a fearful meaning lurks within 
Her glance, as it questions the eye of Megone— 

An awful meanmg of auilt and sin ! — 
The Indian hath opened Ilia blanket, and there 
Hangs a human scalp by its long damp bairl 
With hand upraised, with quiclt-drawn bi'eath, 
She meets that ghaslly sign of death. 
In one long, glassy, spectral stare 
^e enlarging eye ia fastened there, 
As if that mesh of pale brown hair 

Had power to change at sight alone. 
Even as the fearful locks which wound 
Medusa's fatal forehead round. 

The gazer into stone. 
With such a look Herodias read 
The features of tie bleeding head. 
So looked the mad Moor on his dead, 
Or the young Cenci as she stood, 
O'ernlabbled with a father's blood I 

I,ook !— feeling melts that frozen glance, 
It moves that marble countenance. 
As if at once within her strove 
Hty mth shame, and hate with love. 
The Past recalls its joy and pain,_ 

Old memories rise before her brain — 

The lips which love's embraces met, 
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The hand her tears of parting wet, 
The voice whose pleading tones beguiled 
The pleased ear of the fbrcatrchild, — 
And tears she mav no more repress 
£eveal her lingenng tenderness. 

Ohl woman wronged, can cherish hate 

More deep and dark than manhood may ; 
But, when the mockery of Fate 

Hath left Revenge its chosen way, 
And the fell curse, which years have nursed, 
Full on the spoilei's head hath burst — 
When all her wrong, and shame, and pain, 
Burns fiercely on his heart and brain — 
Still linaers something of the spell 

Which bound her to tbe traitor's bosom — 
Still, midst the vengeful fires of hell. 

Some flowers of old affection blossom. 

John Bonython'a eye-brows together are drawn 
With a fierce expression of wrath and scorn — 
He hoarsely whispers, " Ruth, beware I 

Is this the time to be p!a3'ing the fool — 
Crying over a paltry lock of hair, 

Like a love-sick ^rl at school? — 
Curse on it ! — an Indian can see and hear: 
Away — and prepare our evening cheer I " 



Her tearful eye and her varying brow — 

With a serpent eye, which kindles and honu, 
Like a fiery star in the upper air : 

On sire and daughter his fierce glance turns: — 
" Has my old white father a scalp to spare ? 
For his young one loves the pale brown hair 

Of the scalp of an English dog, far more 

Than Mt^ Megone, or his wigwam floor : 
Go — Mo^ is wise ; he will keep his land — 
And Sagamore John, when he feels with hia handi 

Shall miss his scalp where it grew before." 



«jhy Google 



HOGG HBGOKB. 

HiB moment^s gust of grief is gone — 

The Up is clunched— tlie teara are still — 
God pity thee, Buth Bonjtlion I 
With what a strength of will 
Are nature's feelings in thy breast, 
As wilh an iron hand repressed I 
And how, upon that nameless woe, 
Quick as the pulse can come and go, 
While shakes the unsleadfast knee, and yet 
The bosom heaves— the eye is wet — 
Has thy dark spirit power to stay 
The heart's wild current on its way ? 

And whence that baleful strength of guile, 
Which over that sljll working brow 
And tearful eye and cheek, can throw 

The mockery of a smile ? 
Warned by her father's blackening irown, 
With one strong effort crashing down 
Grief, hate, remorse, she meets ^ain 
The savage murderer's sullen gaze. 
And soareely look or tone betrays _ 
How the heart strives beneath its chain. 



Because she cries with an ache in her tooth, " 
Which would make a Sagamore jump and cry, 
And look about with a woman's eye ? 

Ko Ruth will sit iu the Sachem's door 

And braid the mats for his wigwam floor, 
And broil his fish and tender fawn, 
And weave bis wampuro, and grind bis com, — 
For she loves the brave and the wise, and nc 
Are braver and wiser than Mo^ Megone I " 

The Indian's brow is clear once more : 
With grave, calm face, and half-shut eye, 

0e sits upon the wi"wam floor, 
And watches Ruth so by, 

[nt«Qt i^Q her household care ; 
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And ever and aoon, the while, 
Or on the maiden, or her fare, 
Whifb smokes in grateful promise thero. 

Bestows his quiet smile. 

Ah, MMg Megone I — what dreams are thin« 
But those which love's own fancies dress— 
The sum of Indian happiness I — 

A wigwam, where the waJTn sunshine 

Looks in among the groves of nine — 

A stream, where, round thy light caDoe, 

The trout and salmon dart in view. 

And the fair ^rl, before thee now, 

Spreading thy mat with hand of snow. 

Or plying, in the dews of mom, 

Her hoe amidst thy patch of corn, 

Or offering up, at eve, to thee. 

Thy birthen dish of hominy I 

From the rude board of Bonython, 

Venison and suctatash have gone — 

For long these dwellers of the wood 

Have felt the gnawing want of food. 

But untasted of Ruth is the frugal cheer — 

With head averted, yet ready ear, 

She stands by the side of ber austere sire, 

Feedina, at times, the unequal fire. 

With the yellow knots of the pitch-pine tree, 

Whose flaring light, aa they kmdle, falls 

On the coU^e-roof, and its black log walls, 

And over it3 inmates three. 

From Sagamore Bonython's hunting flask 
The flre-water bums at the lip of Megone : 

" Will the Sachem hear what his father shall ask ' 
Will he make his mark, that it may be known, 

On the speaking-leaf, that he gives the land. 

Prom the Sachem's own, to his father's hand ? " 
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The fire-water shine a in the Indian's eyes, 

As be rises, the white man's hiililinfi to do; 
•< Wuttaniuttata — weekan 1 "* M<^ is wise — 

For the water he drinks is strong and new^— 
Mo;^s heart is great !— will he shut his hand, 
When his father asks for a little land ? "— 
With unsteady fingers, the Indian has drawn 

On the parchment the shape of a hunter's bow 
" Boon water — boon water — S^amore John I 

Wuttamuttata— weekan I our hearts will grow ' ' 
He drinks yet deeper — he mutters low — 
He reels on his bear-skin to and fro— 
His head falls down on his naked breast — 
He struggles, and anks to a drunken rest 

" Humph — drunk as a beast 1 "—and Eonjthon'i 
farow 

la darker than ever wilh evil tliought— 
« The fool has simed his warrant ; but how 

And when shtdl the deed be wrought ? 
Speak, Kuth ! why, what the devil is there, 
tS fix thy gaze in that empty air ?— 
Spefdt, EuUi ! by my soul, if I thought that tear, 
Which shames thyself and onr purpose here. 
Were shed for that cursed and pale-faced doe. 
Whose green scalp hangs from the belt of M<^, 

And whose beastly soul is in Satan's keeping— 
This — this I " — he dashes his hand upon 
The rattling stock of his loaded gun— 

" Should send thee with him to do thy weeping . ' 

" Father ! " — the eye of Bonython 
Sinks, at that low, sejiulehra! tone. 
Hollow and deep, as it were spoken 

By the unmoving tongue of^ death — 
Or from some statue's lips had broken — 
A sound without a breath 1 
« Father !— my life I value less 
Than yonder fool his gaudy dress* 
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And how it ends it matters not, 
By ieart-break or by rifle-shot ; 
But spare awhile the scoff and threat — 
Our business is not finished yet." 

" True, true, my pr! — J only meant 
To draw up again the bow unbent. 
Harm thee, my Buth 1 I only sought 
To frighten off Ihy gloomy thought ; — 
Come^let's be friends ! " He seeks to ehep 
His daughter's cold, damp hand in his. 
Euth atartleB from her father's grasp. 
As if eitth nerve and muscle felt, 
Instinctively, the touch of guilt, 
Through all their subtle sympathies. 

Hep 

Scamman is dead, and n. . „- - - _- 
The deed is signed and the land is mine ; 
And this drunken fool is of use no more, 
Save as thy hopeftil bridegroom, and sooth, 
T were Christian mercy M finish him Rutt, 
Now, while he lies hke a beast on our floor, — 
If not for thine, at least for his sake, 
Rather than let the poor dog awake. 
To dr^n my flask, and claim as his bride 
Such a forest devil to run by his side — 
Such a Wetuomanit '^ as thou wouldst make t " 

He laughs at his jest Hush— what is there ? — 
The sleeping (nrtian is striving to rise, 
With his knife in his hand, and glaring eyes f— 

"Wagh! — Mog« win have the pale-face's hair. 
For his knife is sharp and his Angers can help 

The hair to pull and the skin to peel — 

Let him cry like a woman and twist like an eel, 
The great Captain Scamman must lose hil 
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And Ruth, when she sees it, shall dance with 

Mogg." 
Hia eyea are fixed— but his lipa draw in-^ 
With a low, hoarse ohuekle, and fiendiah grin, — 
And he sinks again, like a senseless log. 

Ruth does not speak — she does not stir ; 
But ahe gazes down on the murderer, 
Whose broken and dreamful slumbers tell, 
Too much for her ear, of that deed of helL 
She sees the knife, with its slaughter red. 
And the dark fingers clenching the bear-gkin bed ' 
What thoughts of horror and madness whirl 
Through the burning briun of tbat fiillen girl ! 

John Bonython lifts his gun to hia eye. 
Its muzzle is close to the Indian's ear — 

But he drops it again. " Some one may be nigh, 
And I would not that even the wolves should 

He draws his knife from ita deer-skin belt — 
Its edge with his fingers is slowly felt ; — 
KneeSng down on one knee, by the Indian's 



A trembling hand with the knife to raise. 

" I cannot" — he mutters—" did he not save 
My life from a cold and wintry grave, 
Wien the storm came down from Agioochook, 
And the north-wind howled, and the tree-tqw 

And I strove, in the drifts of the mahing snow, 

Till my knees grew weak and I could not go. 

And I felt the cold to m^ vitals creep, 

And my heart's blood stiffen, and pulses sleep ! 

I cannot strike him — Ruth Boavthon 1 

b the devil's name, tell me— what's to be done t ' 
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Oil ! when the soul, onee pure and liigh, 
la stricken doim from Virtue's aky. 
As, with the downcast star of morn, 
Some "ems of light are with it drawn — 
And, through its night of darkness, play 
Some tokens of its primal day- 
Some lofly feelings linger still — 

The strength to dare, the nerve to meet 
Whatever threatens with defeat 
Its all-indomitable will ! — 
But lacks the mean of mind and hearty 
Though eager for the gains of crime. 
Oft, at bis chosen place and time. 
The strength to hear his evil part ; 
And, shielded by his very Vice, 
Escapes from Crime by Cowari^ce, 

Bath starts erect — with bloodshot eye. 

And lips drawn tight across her teeth. 
Showing their locked embrace beneath. 
In the red fire-light : — " Mo^ must die I 
Give me the knife I '—The outlaw turns, 

ShudderioK in heart and limb, away — 
But, fitfully there, the hearth-fire burns, 

And he sees on the wall strange shadows play, 
A lifted arm, a tremulous blade, 
Are dimly pietured in light and shade, 

Plunging down in the darkness. Hark, that cry 
Again — and again— he sees it fall — 
That shadowy arm down the lighted wall 



" Kuth — daughter Ruth ! " the outlaw shrieks 
But no sound comes back — he is standing alone 
By the mangled i-:orse of Mogg Megoue I 
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Tia morning over Norridgewock — 
On tree and wigwam, wave and rock. 
Bathed in the autumnal sunshine, stirred 
At intervals by breeze and bird, 
And wearing all the hues which glow 
In heaven's own pure and perfect how. 

That glorious picture of the air, 
WTiich suraoier's light-robed angel forms 
On the dark eround of fading storms. 

With pencS dipped in suubeama therfr— 
And, stretehing out, on eitlier hand, 
O'er all that wide and unshorn land. 
Till, weary of its gorgeousness. 
The aching and l£e dazzled eye 
Rests gladdened, on the calm blue sky — 

Slumbers the mighty wilderness 1 
The oak, upon the windy hill, 

lis dart green burthen upward heaves^ 
The hemloSt broods above its rill. 
Its cone-like foliage darker still. 

Against the birch's graceful stem, 
And the rough walnut bough receives 
The aun upon its crowded leaves, 
Each colored like a topaa gem ; 
And the tall maple wears with them 
The coronal which autumn ^vea. 
The brief, bright sign of ruin near, 
The hectic of a dying year I 

The hermit priest, who lingers now 
On the Bala Mountiun's shrubless brow, 
The gray and thunder-smitten pile 
Whi^ marks afar the Desert Isle,*' 
While gazing on the scone below, 
M^y half forget the dreama of home. 
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That nightly with his bluiubers comey— 
The tranquil skies of sunny Prance, 
The peasant's hai^est song and dance, 
ThR vines around the hill-sides wreathing 
The soft airs nudst their clusters breathing. 
The wings which dipped, the stars which shoiM 
Within thy bosom, blue Gaironne 1 
And round the Abbey's shadowed wall, 
At morning spring ftnd even-fa!I, 

Sweet voices in die still air an^ng — 
The chant of many a holy hymn — 

The solemn bell of vespers ringing — 
And hallowed t«Tch-light falling dim 

On pictured saint and seraphiiu ! 
For here beneath him lies unrolled, 
Balhed deep in morning's flood of gold, 

Of the beatified may seem, 

When, as his Church's legends say, 

Borne upward in ecstatic buss. 
The ra^t enthusiast soars away 

Unto a brighter world than this ; 

A mortal's glimpe beyond the pale — 

A moment's lifbng of the veil ! 



Penobscot's clustered w 
Aud gently from that In^i.. . . _ _ 
The verdant hill-side slopes adown. 
To where the sparkling waters play 

Upon the yellow sands below ; 
And shooting round the winding shores 

Of narrow capes, and isles which lie 

Slumbering to ocean's lullaby — 
With tnrchen boat and glancing oars, 

The red men to their fishing go ; 
While from their planting ground is borna 
The treasure of the golden corn, 
By laughing girls, whose dark eyes glow 
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Wnd through the locks which o'er them fluw. 
The wrinkled aijiiaw, whose toil is done, 
Sits on her hear-sltin in the aim, 
Watching the huskera, with a smile 
For each full ear which swells the pile; 
And the old chief, who never more 
May bend the bow or pull the oar, 
Smokes gravely in his wigwam door. 
Or slowly shapes, with axe of atone. 
He arrow-head from Hint and bone. 

Beneath the westward turning eye 
A thousand wooded islands lie — 
Gems of the waters ! — with each hue 
Of brightne^ set in ocean's blue. 
Each Sears aloft its tuft of trees 

Touched by the pencil of the frost, 
And, with the motion of each breeze, 

A moment seen — a moment lost — 

Changing and blent, confused and tossed, 

The brighter with the darker crossed, 
TbiOT thousand tints of beauty glow 
Down in the restless waves below, 

And tremble in the sunny skies. 
As if, from waving bough to bough. 

Flitted the birds of paradise. 
Thei'e sleep Placendas group— and there 
Pere Breteaux marks the hour of prayer ; 
And there, beneath the sea-worn clLfi, 

On which the Father's hut is seen, 
The Indian stays his rocking skit)'. 

And peers the hemlock boughs between, 
Half trembling, as he seeks to look 
Upon the Jesuit's Cross and Book.^' 



And Desert Rock, abrupt and bare. 
Lifts its gray turrets in the air — 
Been fr^m afar, like some strong hold 
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Built bj; the ocean kings of old ; 

And, faint as smoke-wreath white and thin, 

Swells in the north vast Katadin : 

And, wandering from its inarsiiy feet, 

The broad PenobsfOt cornea (o meet 

And mingle with his own bright bay. 
Slaw eweep his dark and gathering floods, 
Arched oyer by the ancient woods. 
Which Time, in those dim solitudes, 

Wielding the dull axe of Decay, 

Alone hath ever shorn anay. 

Not thus, within the woods which hide 
The beauty of thy azure IJUe, 

And with their falling timbers block 
Thy broken currents, Kennebeck I 
Gazes the white man on the wreck 

Of the down-trodden Norridcewock — 
In one lone \^llaee benuned at length. 
Id battle shorn of half their strength, 
Turned, like the panther in his lair. 

With his faatrflowing life-blood wet, 
For one last Btruffii;le of despair. 

Wounded and faint, but tameless yet I 



No shout is there — no dance— no song ; 
The aspect of the very child 
Scowls with a meaning sad and wild 

Of bitterness and wrong. 
The almost infant Norridgewock 
Essays to lift the tomahawk ; 
And'plueks his lather's knife away. 
To ininiie, in his frightful play. 

The scalping of an English foe : 
Wreaths on his lip a boriid smile, 
Burns, like a snake's, his small eye, while 

Some bough or sapling meets his blow 
The tisher, as he drops his line. 
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Starta, when he sees the hazles quiver 
Along the mar;iiii of the river, 
Looks up anil down the ripjiUiig tide. 
And grasps the firelock at his side, 
s from Tai:coiiotk 



Has sent his runners to Norrid"ewock, 

With tidinffl that Moulton and Harmon of York 

Far up flie river have eomti : [wood. 

They have left their boats — they have entered the 
Anil filled the depths of the solitude 

With the sound of the ranger's drum. 

On the brow of a hill, which slopes to meet 
The flowing river, and bathe its feet — 
The bare-wasbed rock, and the drooping grass, 
And the creeping vine, as the waters pass — 
A rude and unshapely t-hapel standi, 
Bidlt up in that wdd by unskilled hands; 
Yet the traveller knows it a place of prayer, 
For the holy sign of the cross is there : 
And should he chajice at that plaise to be. 

Of a sabbath morn, or some hallowed day, 
When prayers are made and masses are said, 
Some for Ihe li\-ing and aome for the dead. 
Well might tihat traveller start to see 

The tall dark tbrms, that take their way 
Prom the birth canoe, on the river-shore. 
And the forest paths, to that chape! door ; 
And marvel to mark the naked kneea 

And the dusky foreheads bending there. 
While, in coarse white vesture, over these 

In blesain" or in prayer. 
Stretching abroad his thin pale hands, 
Like a shroudc] ghost, the Jesuit^ stands 

I'wo forms are now in that chapel dim. 
The Jeiiiiit. silent and sad and pale, 
Anxiuiitly heeding some feartiji tale, 

V. hich a straujfur is teUiag him. 
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That strancrer's garb is soiled and lorn, 
And wet with dew and loosely worn ; 
Her tair negleoteil hair falls down 
O'er c-heeka with wind and sunehine brown 
Yet still, in that disordered face, 
The Jesuit's uautious eye can trace 
Those elements of former grace, 
Whieh, half effaued, seem scarcely loss, 
Even now, than perfect lovelinesa. 

With drooping head, and voice so low 
That scarce it meets the Jesuit's ears — 

While through her ciaajied fingers flow. 

From the heart's fountain, hot and slow. 
Her penitential tears — 

She tells the story of the woe 
And evil of her years. 

" O Father, bear with me ; my heart 
la siek and death-like, and my brtun 
Seems girdled with a fiery chain. 

Whose scorching links will never part. 
And never cool agtin. 

Bear with me while I speak — but turn 
Away that gentle eye, the while — 

The Area of guilt more fiercely bum 
Beneath its holy smile ; 

For half I fancy I can see 

My mother's s^nted look in thoe. 

" My dear lost mother 1 sad and pale, 
Mournfully sinking day by day, 

And with a hold on life as frail 

Afl frosted leaves, that, thin and gray, 
Hang feebly on their parent spray, 

And tremble m the gale ; 

Yet watching o'er my childishness 

With patient fondness — not the leas 

For all the agony which kept 
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Her blue eye wakeful, while I slept ; 
And checking every tear and groan 
That haply might have waked my own 
And bearii!f( still, ivithout offence. 
My idle words, and petulance ; 

Reproving with a tear — and, while 
The tooth of pmn was keenly preying 
Upon her very heart, repaying 

My brief repentance with a snule, 

' Oh, in her meek, forr^ving eye 
There was a brightness not of mirth- 

A Kght, whose clear intensity 
Was borrowed not of earUi. 



And yet, each (atal token gave 
To the mild beauty of her face 
A newer and a dearer grace, 

Unmaming of the grave. 
"TwBs like the hue which autumn ^vei 
To yonder changed and dying leaves, 

Breathed over by his frosty breath ; 
Scarce can the gazer feel that thia 
Is but the spoiler's treaclierous kiss, 

Tie moofcing-saiile of Death I 

•• Sweet mere the tales aha used to tell 

When summer's eve was dear to us, 
And, fading from the darkening dell, 
The glory of the sunset fell 

On wooded Agamentieus, — 
When, sitting by our cottage wall, 
Tie murmur of the Saco's fall, 

And the south wind's expiring sighs 
Came, softly blending, on my ear. 
With the low tones I loved to hear : 

Tales of the pure — the good— the wise 
The holy men and maids of old, 



In the aJl-sacred pages K 
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Of Eachel, stooped at Haran's fountaiM, 

Amid her lather's thirsty flook, 
Beautiful to her kinamati seeming 
As the bright angels of his dreaming, 

On Padan-aran's holy rock; 
Of Mntle Ruth — and her who kept 

Her awful viwil on the mountaina. 
By Israel's \irpa daughters wept ; 
Of Miriam, with her maidens, sinjpng 

Tiie Bong for grateful Israel meet. 
While even' crimson wave was brinpng 

The spoik of Egypt at her feet; 
Of her — Samaria's humble daughter. 

Who paused to hear, beside her well, 

Lessons of love and truth, which fell 
Softly as Shiloh'a (lowing water ; 

And saw, beneath his pilgrim guise. 
The Promised One, so loug foretold 
By holy seer and hard (rf old, 

Revealed before her wondering eyes I 

" Slowly she faded. Day by day 
Her step grew weaker in our hall, 
And fainter, at each even-fall, 

Her sad voice died away. 
Yet on her thin, pale lip, the while, 
Sat Resignation'a holy smile : 
And even niy father checked his tread, 
And hushed his voice, beside her bed: 
Beneath the calm and sad rebuke 
Of her meek eye's implorin" look. 
The scowl of hate his brow forsook, 

And, in his stem and gloomy eye. 
At times, a few unwonted tears 
Wet the dark lashus, wliich for years 

Hatred and pride hotl kept so dvy. 
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The still, white features into rest, 
Silent and cold, without a brtalh 

To stir the draperj- on her hreaet - 
Pmn, with its keen and poisoned fang, 
The horror of the mortal pang. 
The auUering look her brow had worn, 
The fear, the strife, the anguish gone- 
She slept at last in death 1 

« Oh, tell me, father, can the dead 

Walk on the earth, and look on us. 
And lay npoo the living's head 

Their biWsing or their curse ? 
For, oh, last night she stood by me. 
As I lay beneath the woodland tree I" 



" She came to me last night 

The dried leaves did not fee! her tread ; 
She stood by me in the wan moonUght, 

In the white robes of the dead I 
Pale, and very mournfully 
She bent her light form over me. 
I heard no sound, I felt no breath 
Breathe o'er me from that face of death: 
Its blue eyes rested on my own, 
Eayless and eold as eyes of etone ; 
Yet, in their fixed, unchanging gaze, 
Something, whieh apoko of early days — 
A aadneaa in their quiet glare. 
As if love's smile were frozen there — 
Came o'er me with an icy thrill ; 
Oh God I I feel its presence still 1" 

The Jesuit makes tlie holy sign — 
"How passed the vision, daughter mine? 
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"AH dimly in the wan moonshine, 
Aa a wreath of misit will twist and twine, 
And aeattei-, and melt into the light — 
So scattering — melting on my ai^t, 

The pale, cold vision passed ; 
But those sad eyes were fixed on mine 

MournfiiUy to the last." 

" God help thee, daiightGr, tell me wlij- 
That spirit passed before diine eye 1 " 

" Father, I know not, save it be 

That deeds of mine have summoned her 
From the unbreathing sepulchre, 
To leave her last rebuke wi^th me. 
Ah, woe for mo 1 my mother died 
Just at the moment when I stood 
Close on the verge of womanhood, 
A child in every thing beaide; 
And when my wild heart needed most 
Her gentle counsels, they were ioat. 

"My father lived a atoraiy life. 
Of freqiient change and daily strife; 
And— God foi^ve hun! left his child 
To feel, like him, a freedom wild ; 
To love the red man's dwelling place. 

The birth boat on his shaded floods. 
The wild excitement of the chase 

Sweeping the ancient woods, 
The camp-fire, blazing on the shore 

Of the atill lakes, the clear stream, whew 

The idle flsher sets his wear, 
Or angles in the shade, far more 

TTian that restraining awe I felt 
Beneath my gentle mother's care. 

When njghtly at her knee I knelt, 
VPith ohildhood'a simple prayer. 
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"There came a cliaii<re- The wild, glad moorl 

Of uncliefked frue Jom passed. 
Amiil the ancient solitude 
Of unshorn grass and waving wood, 

And waters gTanfing bright and feat, 
A softened voiee was in my ear, 
Sweet as those lulling sounds and fine , 
The hutiMr lifts his head to hear, 
Now far and faint, now full and neai^- 

The murmur of (he wind-swept pine. 
A manly form yaa ever nigh, 
A bold, free hunter, with an eye 

\Vhose dark, keen glance had power tti wake 
Both fear and love— 1« awe and charm; 

'Twas as the wizard rattlesnake. 
Whose evil glances lure to harm — 
Whose PoUl and small and glittering eye. 
And brilliant coil, and changing dye. 
Draw, step by step, the gazer near. 
With drooping wing and cry of fear, 
Yel powerless all to turn away, 
"- -'^ a willing preyl 



Fear, doubt, thounht, life itself, ere long 
Merged in one feeling deep and strong. 
Failed the world which 1 bad known, 

A poor vain shadow, cold and waste, 
In the warm present bliss alone 

Seemed 1 of actual life to taste. 
Fond lon^nga dimly understood. 
The glow of passion's (luickening blood, 
And cherished fantasies wliich press 
The young lip with a dream's caress, — 
The hearth lorecast and prophecy 
Took form and life before my eye, 
Seen in the glance which tnet my own, 
Heard in the soil and pleading lone. 
Felt in the arms around me cast. 
And warm heartpulaes beating fast: 
Ah I Bcareely yet to God above 
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With deeper tiast, with stronger love 
Has prajeriiil saint liis niselt heart lent, 
Or oloiBteri'il nun at Iwili^ilit bent^ 
Tlian I, bufore a human ahrine, 
A.-" mortal anil as frail as mine, - 
With heart, and soul, and mind, and form, 
Knelt madly to a I'ellow norm. 

"Pull Boon, upon that dream rfsin, . 
An awful light came burstin" in. 
The shrine waa cold, at which I knelt 

The idol of that shrine was gone ; 
A humbled thing of shame and j|iiilt. 

Outcast, and spumed and lone. 
Wrapt in the shallows of my crime, 

With withering heart and burning brain, 

And tears that fell like fiery rain, 
1 passed a fearful ijras. 

" There came a voice — it checked the tear — 

In heart and soul it wrought a change ; — 
Mv father's voice was in my ear ; 

It whiapercil of revenge! 
A new and fiercer feeling swept 

All lingering; tenderness away ; 
And ti"er passionsi which had ^ept 

In childhooirs better day. 
Unknown, unfelt, arose at length 
In all their own demoniac strength. 

" A youthful warrior of the wild, 
By words deceived, by smiles beguiled, 
(ff crime the cheated instrument, 
Upon our latal errands went. 

Through camp and town and wilderness 
Be tracked his victim ; and, at last, 



The Bloody token of at 
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" Oh God ! wirti what an awful power 

I saw the hiirieil past uprise, 
And gatlier, in a ainj;le hour. 

Its ghost-like memories 1 
And then I felt— alas I too late— 
That underneath the mask of hate. 
That shame and guUt and wrong had throwQ 
O'er feelings whic-h they might not own, 

Tlie heart's wild love had known no change ; 
And adll, that deep an<i hidden love, 
With its first fondness, wept above 
The victim of its own revenue I 
Tliere lay the fearful scalp, and there 
The blood was on its jiale brown hmr I 
I thought not of the victim's scorn, 

I thought not of his baleful guile. 
My deaifly wrong, my outcast name, 
The characters of sin and shame 
On heart and forehead drawn; 

I onlv saw that nctim's smile — 
The still, green places where we met — 
The moon-lit branches, dewy wet; 
I only felt, 1 only heard 
The "reeting and tlie parting word — 
The amile— the embrace— the tone, which mad 
An Eden of the forest shade. 

" And oh, with what a loathing eye, 

With what a deailly hate, and deep, 
I saw that Indian murderer lie 

Before me, in his drunken sleep I 
What though for nve the deed was douR, 
And words of mine had sped him on 1 
Yet when he murmured, as he slept. 

The horrors of (hat deed of blood. 
The tide of utter mailness swept 

O'er briun and bosom, like a flood. 
And, father, with this hand of mine " 

» Ha 1 what didat thoo ? " the Jesuit cries. 
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Shuclclering, as smitfen with audd?n pan, 
And shading, witli one ttiiii hand, his eyei, 

With the other he makes the holy sign 

" I smote him as I wouhl a worm ; — 
With heart as steeled — with nerves as firm ; 
He never woke again 1 " 



Pale priest! What proud and lofty dreams, 
What keen desires, what eherisheii schemes, 
What hopes, that time may not recall. 
Are darkened by that ehietWn's fall ! 
Was he not pledged, by cross and vow, 

To lift the hatSiet of his sire. 
And, round his own, the Church's foe. 

To light the avenging fire ? 
Who now the Tarrantino shall wake, 
For thine and for the Church's sake? 

Who auramon to the scene 
Of conquest and unsparing sttife, 
And vengeance dearer than his hfe, 

The flery-iiouled Casfine ? » 
Three backward steps the Jesuit takes — 
His lon^, thin frame as agae shakes : 

And loathing hate is in bla eye, 
As from his lips these words of fear 
F^t hoarsely on the mtuden's ear — 

" The soul that sinneth shall surely die I " 

She stands, aa stands the stricken deer, 
Checked midway in the fearful chase, 
When bursts, upon his eye and ear. 
The gaunt, gray robber, bajdng near, 
Between him and his hiding place ; 
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While still liehind, with yell and blow, 
Sweeps, like a storra, the coming foe. 
" Save me, O holv man I "—her cry 

Fills all the void, as if a tongue, 

Unseen, from rib and rafter hung, 
Thrilling with mortal agony; 
Her hands are clasping; the Jesuit's knee, 

And her eye looks fearfully into his own ;- 
" Oil', woman of sin ! — nay, touch not me 

With those fin"ers of blood ; — begone I" 
With a gesture of horror, he spurns the form 
That writhes at his feet like a trodden worm. 

Ever thus the spirit must, 

Guilty in the sight of Heaven, 
With a keener woe be riven, 

Tor its weak and sinful trust 

In the strength of human dust ; 
And its anguish Ihrill afresh, 

For each vain reliance given 
To the failing arm of flesb- 



Ah, weary Priest! — with pale hands pressed 
On tliy throbbing brow of pain. 

Baffled in thy life-long quest. 
Overworn with toilmg vain, 

llov? ill thy troubled musings fit 
The holy quiet of a breast 
With the Dove of Peace at rest, 

Sweetly brooding over it. 

Thonghta are thine which have no part 

With the meek and pure of heart, 

Undisturbed by outward things, 

Besting in the heavenly shade, 
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By the overap reading: wino« 

Of the Blessed Spirit made. 
ITioiighta of strife ami hate and wrong 
Sweep thy heated braiu along — 
Fading hopes, for whose eiicecss 

It were sin to breathe a prayer ; — 
Scheraea which heaven may never blesa — 

Fears which darken to despair. 
Hoary priest I thy dreani is done 
Of a handrod red tribes won 

To the pale of Holy Church ; 
And the heretic o'erthrown. 
And his name no longer known, 
And thy weary brethren turning. 
Joyful from their years of mourning, 
'Twixt the altar and the poreh. 
Hark ! what sudden sound Is heard 

lo the wood and in the sky. 
Shriller than the scream of bird — 

Than the tnnnpet'a elang more high 1 
Every wolfreave of the hills — 

Forest arch and mountain gorge. 

Rock and dell and river vero-e — 
With an answering echo thrills. 
Well does the Jesuit know that cry, 
IVhich summons the Norridgewock to die, 
Andlells that the too of his flock is nigh. 
He listens, and heats the rangers come. 
With loud hurra, and jar of drum, 
And hurrying feet (for the chase is hot), 
And the short, sharp sound of rifle shot. 
And taunt and menace— answered well 
By the Indiana' mocking cry and yell — 
The bark of d:^ — the squaw's mad scream— 
The dash of paiMles along the stream — 
The whistle of shot as it cuts the leaves 
Of the maples around the church's eaves — 
Ami the gride of hatchets, fiercely thrown. 
On wigwam-log and ti'ee and stone. 
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Black with thu grime of paint and dust, 

Spotted and streaked with human gore, 
A glim and naked heail is lirast 

Within the thapul-doov. 
" Ha^Bomazeen !— In God's name say, 
What mean those sounds of bloody fray ? " 
Silent, the Indian points his hand 

To where across the echoing glen 
Bweep Harmon's dreaded ranger-band, 

A nd Moutton willi his men. 
"IMjere are thy warriors, Bomazeen? 
Where are De Koiivillo ^ and Caatine, 
And where the braves of Sawga's queen ? " 
" Let my father find the winter snow 
Whiub the sun drank up long moons ago I 
Under the falls of Taeconoek, 
The wolves are eating the Norrid^ewock ; 
Castine with his wives lies closely hid 
Like a fox in the woods of Pemaiiuid I 
On Sawga'a banks the man of war 
Sits in his wigivam like a squaw — 
Squando has fled, and Moj™ Megone, 
Struck by the knife of Sa^punore John, 
lies Btjfi'and stark and cold as a atone." 

Fearfully over the Jesuit's face. 

Of a thousand thoughts, trace after trace. 

Like swill cloud-shadows, each other chase. 

One instant, his fingers grasp his knife. 

For a last vain stni^le for cherished life — 

The next, he hurls the blade away. 

And kneels at his altar's foot to pray ; 

Ovev his beads his fingers stray. 

And he kisses the cross, and calls aloud 

On the Vii^n and her Son ; 

For terrible thoughts his memory crowd 

Of evil seen and done — 
Of scaips brought home by his savage flock 
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Aa scowling on the priest he looks ; 

" Cowesasa — towesass — tawhith wessaseen ? ^ 

Lat my father loot upou Bomazeeii — 

My father's heart is tne beart of a squaw, 

But mine is so hard that it does not thaw : 

Let my father ask his God to make 

A dance and a feast for a great sagamore. 
When he paddles aoross the western lake 

With his dogs and his squaws to the spirit's shore 
Cowesaas — uowesass — tawliich wessaseen ? 
liCt my father die hke Bomazeen I" 

Throuch the chapel's narrow doors, 

Anif through each window in the walls, 
Bound the priest and warrior pours 

The deadly shower of English balls. 
Low on his cross the Jesuit falls ; 
While at his ade the Norriilgewock, 
With fejling breath, essays to mock 
And inenate yet the hated foe- 
Shakes Ills scalp-trophies to and fro 

ExTiltingly before their eyes — 
Till, cleft and torn by shot and blow, 

Defiant sl^, he diea. 

" So fare all eaters of the frog 1 
Death to the Babylonish dog 1 

Down with the beast of Itome ! " 
With shouta like Ihese, around the dead. 
Unconscious on his bloody bed, 

The rangers crowding come. 
Brave men ! the dead priest cannot heap 
The unfeeling taunt — the brutal jeer ; — 
Spurn — for he sees ye not — in wrath. 
The symbol of your Saviour's death; 
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Tear from his Jeatli-grasp, in vonr zeal. 
And trample, as a ihin^ acuursea. 
The tross he oherished m the dust: 

Thedeadmanoannotfeell 

Brntal alike in deed and word, 

With callous heart and hand of strife, 
HoiT like a fieud oiay man be made, 
Plj-ing the foul and monstrous trade 

Whose harvesUfield la human life, 
Whose sickle ia the reeking sword I 
Quenching, with reckless hand in blood. 
Sparks kindled by the breath of God ; 
VfAng the deathless soul, unshriven, 

Of open guilt or secret an, 
Before the bar of that pure Heaven 

The holy only enter in 1 
Oh ! by the widow's sore distress. 
The orphan's wailing wretchedness. 
By Vutue struggling in tie accursed 
Embraces of pdlnting Lust, 
By the fell discord of the Pit, 
And the pfuned souls that people it. 
And by the bleaaod iieaee which filli 

The Paradise of Uod forever. 
Resting on all its holy hills, 

Ana flowino with its crystal river — 
Jjet Christian hands no longer bear 

In triumph on his crimson car 

The foul and idol god of war ; 
No more the purple wreaths prepare 
To Hnd amid his snaky hair ; 
Nor Christian bards his glories tell, 
Nor Christian tongues his prcuses swelL 

Through the gun-smoke wreathing wlute, 
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With its loose hair bai^kward al 
And its eyeballti madly gleaming, 
Sbi-iuking, like a sou! in pain, 

From the world of light and breath, 
Huri'^iug to ils place again, 

Spuutre-like it vauisbeth ! 

Wretched girl I one eye alone 
Notes the way which tbou hast gone. 
That gi'eat Eye, which ahimbera never, 
Watcbinn o'er a lost world ever, 
Tracks thee over vale and monntaia, 
By the gushing forest-founljun. 
Plucking from tbe vine its fruity 
Searching for the ground-nut'a root, 
Peering m the she wolf's den. 
Wading through the marshy fen, 
Whcn-e tbe sluagisb water-snake 
Basks be^de the sunny brake, 
Coihng in his slimy bed, 
Smoo£ and cold against thy tread — 
Purposeless, thy mazy way 
Threading through the lingering day. 
And at night securely sleeping 
Where the dogwood's dews are weeping ! 
Sdli, though earth and man discard thee, 
Doth tby heavenly Father guard thee— 
He who spared the "uilty Cain, 

Even when a broUier's blood, 

Crying in the ear of God, 
Gave the earth its primal stain — 
He whose mercy ever liveth. 
Who repenting guilt ibrg^veth. 
And the broken heart receiveth: — 
Wanderer of the mMerness, 

Haunted, guilty, crazed and wild, 
He regardeth thy distress. 

And eareth for his shifii' cliii.i ! 



«jhy Google 



MOQO HEOONS. 

Tls Spring time on the eastern hilla ! 
LikB torrents gush the aununer rills ; 
Through winter's moss and Ury dead leava* 
Tbe bladed grass revives and lives, 
Pushes the mouldBriuff waste away, 
And glimpses to the April day. 
In Idndly ahower and sanshioo bud 
The branches of the dull gray wood ; 
Out from its sunned and sheltered nooka 
Ite blue eye of (he violet looks; 

The southwest wind is warmly blowing. 
And odoi's from the sjiringing grass. 
The pine-tree and the sasaalras. 

Are with it on its errands going. 

A band is mapching flirough the wood 
Where rolls the Kennobeu his flood — 
The warriors of the ivilderness, 
Painted, and in their battle di'ess; 
And with theni one whose bearded cheek. 
And white and wrinkled brow, beapeak 

A wanderer from the shores of France. 
A few long locks of scattering snow 
Beneath a battered mijrion flow. 
And from the rivets of the yont 
Which drds in steel his aiuple breast, 

The slanted sunbeams glance. 
In the harsh outlines of his face 
PasMon and sin have left their trace ; 
Tet, save worn brow and thin gray hair, 
No fflgns of weary a":e are there. 

His step is firm, his eye is keen. 
Nor years in broil and battle spent. 
Nor toil, nor wounds, nor pain have bent 

The lordly frame of old Castine. 

No purpose now of strife and blood 

Urges the hoary veteran on : 
The fire of conquest, and the uwod 
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Of chivalrj have gone. 

A mournful task is liis — to lay 
Witbin the earlb tbe bones of those 

Who perished in that tearlul day, 

When Norridgewock became the prey 
Ofallunsjaringfoes. 

Sadly and stll, dark thoughts between, 

OF cominn Ten<reaDce muiied Castine, 

Of tJie fallen chieflaiit Bomazeen, 

Who bade for Lim the Novtidgewocks, 

Kg; up their buried tomahaw£ 
For firm defence or swift attack ; 

And hun whose friendship formed the tie 
Which held the stern seU-exile ba<sk 

From lapsing into savi^ry ; 

Whose garb and tone and kindly glance 
Recalled a younger, happier day. 
And prompted memory s fond essay, 
To bridge the mighty waste which lay. 
Between his wild home and that gray. 

Tall chateau of his native France, 

Whose chapel bell, with far-heard din 

Ushered bis birth hour gaily in, 

Ai>d counted with its solemn toll, 

The mas^s for his father's soul. 

Hark ! from the foremost of the band 

Suddenly bursts the Indian yell; 
For now on the very spot they stand 

Where the Ssrridgewoeks fitihting felL 
No wigwam smoke i3 curling there ; 
The very earth is sLMDrahed and bare: 
And Ihey pause and listen to catch a sound 

Of breathing life — but there comes not one, 
Save the ibx's bark and Che rabbit's bound ; 
But here and there, on the blackened ground, 

^Vhite bones are glistening in the sun. 
And where the house of prayer arose, 
And the holy hymn, at daylight's close, 
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And the aged priest stooil up to bluss 

The childreu of the nililerness, 

There is noun;ht save ashes sodden and danfe; 
And the bnxihen l>oat8 of the Norridgewock, 
Tethered to tree and stump and rock, 

RottJug along tie ri-ver bank I 

Blessed Mary ! who is she 

Leaning gainst that maple tree ? 

The sun upon her face buru'* hot, 

But the fixed eyelid moveth not ; 

The squirrel's chirp is shrill and clear 

From the dry bough above her ear; 

Dashing from rock and root its spray, 
Close at her feet the river rushes ; 
Tlie black-bird's wing against her brushes, 
And sweetly through the hazel bushea 
The robin's mellow music gushes j-— 

God save her 1 vfill she sleep alway ? 

Castine hath bent him over the sleeper : 

"Wake daughter— wake 1"— but she stira no 

limb: . ^ , j j- 

The eye that looks on him 13 fixed and dim ; 

And the sleep she is sleeping shall be no deeper, 

Until the angel's oath is said, 
And the final blast of the trump goes forth 
To the graves of the sea and the graves of earth. 

R^TTH BoNYTHUtJ 18 DEAD I 
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LEGENDARY. 

THE SIEBBllIACK. 



Stkeam of my fathers I awe«tly atiU 
The simaet rays thy valley fill ; 
Poured slantwise Jown the long defile. 
Wave, wood, anil spire beneath tUom smile. 
I see the winding Powow fold 
The green hill in its bolt of gold, 
And following down its wavy line, 
Its sparkling waters blend with thine. 
There's not a tree upon thj'_ side. 
Nor rock, mhieh thy returning tide 
Ab yet hath left abrupt and stark 
Above thy evening water-mark ; 
Ho calm cove with its rooky hem, 
No isle whose emerald swells begem 
Thy broad, smooth ourrent ; not a saU 
Bowed to the freshooing ocean gale ; 
No small boat with its busy oars, 
Nor gray wall slopin'; to thy shores ; 
Nor farm-house with its maple shade, 
Or ri<Hd poplar colonnade, 
Bnt lies (fistinct and full in sif[ht. 
Beneath this gush of sunset light. 
Centuries aao, that harbor-bar. 
Stretching its length of tbam afar, 
And Sa!isbury*B beach of shining sand, 
And yonder island's wave-smoothed strand, 
Saw the adventurer's tiny sail 
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Flit, stooping from the eastern gale , ^ 

And o'er these woods and waters broke 

The cheer from Britain's hearts of oak, 

Aa brightly on the voyager's eye, 

Wear^ of forest, sea, and sky, 

Breakmg the dull eontinuoua wood. 

The Merrimack rolled down his flood ; 

Mingling tLat clear pellu«id brook, 

Whiuh channels vast A^ooehook 

When spring-time's sun and shower unlock 

The frozen fountains of the rock, 

And more abundant waters given 

From that pure lake, " The Sniiic of Heaven," ' 

Tributes from vale and mountain side— 

With ocean's dark, eternal tide I 

On yonder rooky cape, whiuh braves 
The stormy ohauenge of the waves. 
Midst tangled vine and dwarfish wood, 
.The hardy Anglo-Saxon stood, 
Planting upon the topmost era" 
The staff of England's batt!e-fl^ ; 
And, while from out ila heavy fold 
Saint George's crimson cross unrolled. 
Midst roll of drum and trumpet blare, 
And weapons brandishing in air, 
He gave to that lone promontory 
The sweetest name in all his story ; s» 
Of her, the flower of Islam's daughters. 
Whose harems look on StambouPs waters — 
Who, when the chance of war had bound 
The Moslem chfdn his limbs around. 
Wreathed o'er with silk that iron chain, 
Soothed with her smiles his hours of pain. 
And fondlj' to her youthful slave 
A dearer g^ than fi'eedom gave. 

Bat look !— the yellow light no more 
Streams down on wave and verdant Aon 
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And clearly on the calm air swells 
The twilight voice of distant bella. _ 
From Otean's bosom, white and thin 
The mists come slowly rolling in; 
Hills, woods, the river's roekj' rim, 
Amidst the sea-like vapor swim, 
Wbile yonder lonely coast-light set 
Within its wave-washed miuaret, 
Half quenched, a beamless star and pale. 
Shines dimly through its cloudy veil! 

Home of my fathers ! — I have stood 
Where Hudsoo rolled his lordly flood : 
Seen sunrise rest and sunset fade 
Along his frowning Palisade ; 
Looked down the Apalachian peak 
On Juniata's silver streak ; 
Have seen along his valley gleam 
The Mohawk's softly winding stream ; 
The level light of sunset shine 
Through broad Potomac's hem of pine j 
And autumn's rainbow-tinted banner 
Hang lightiy o'er the Susquehanna ; 
Yet, wlieresoe'er his step might be. 
Thy wandering child looked back to theo 
Hoard in his dreams thy river's sound 
Of nmrmuring on ita pebbly bound. 
The unforgolten swelT and roar 
Of waves on thy familiar shore ; 
And saw amidst the eurtMned gloom 
And quiet of his lonely room. 
Thy sunset scenes before him pass ; 
As, in Agrippa's magic glass. 
The loved and lost arose to ■riow, 
Kemembered groves in greenness grew, 
Bathed still in childhooil's morning dew, 
Along whose bowers. of beauty swept 
Whatever Memory's mourners wept. 
Sweet faces, which the eharnel ki'pt, 
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Young, gentle eyes, wliiuh long had slept ; 
And while the gazer leaned to trace, 
More near, some dear familiar face. 
He wept to find the vision flown — 
A phantom and a dream alone t 



THE NOKSEMEN.M 

Gift Irom the cold and silent Past ! 

A relic to the present cast ; 

Left on the ever-ehanging strand 

Of ahifting and unstable sand, 

Which wastes beneath the steady chime 

And beatina of the waves of Time I 

Who from Its bed of primal rook 

First wrenched thy dark, unshapely block 1 

Whose hand, of curious skill untaught, 

Thy rude and savage outline wrou^t? 

The waters of my native stream 

Are glancing in the sun's warm beam : 

Prom sail-ur^ed keel and flashing oar 

The circles widen to its shore ; 

And etdtured field and peopled town 

Sope to its willowed margin down. 

Yet, while this morning breeze is bringing 

The home-life sound of school-bells ringing, 



And voices from the wayside near 
Come f[uick and blended on my ear, 
A spell is in this old gray stone — 
My thoughts are with the Past alone 1 

A change I — The steepled town no mon 
Stretches along the sail-thronged shorn i 
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Like palace-domes in sunset's cloud, 

Fade sunlit apire and mansion proud , 

Spectrally riana where they stood, 

I see the old, primeval wood : 

Dark, shadow-like, on either hand 

I see its solemn waste expand : 

It cMmba tlie gre«n and cultured hill. 

It arches o'er the valley's rill ; 

And leans from cliff and crag, to throw 

Its nild arms o'er the stream below. 

Unchanged, alone, the same bright river 

Flows on, as it will flow foreverl 

I listen, and I hear the low 

Soft ripple where its waters go ; 

I hear Behind the panther's cry. 

The wild bird's scream goes thrilling by. 

And shyly on the river's brink 

The deer is slaoping down to drink. 

But hark I — from wood and rock flung back, 
What sound comes up the Merrimack ? 
What sea-worn barks are those which fiirow 
The light spray from each rushing prow ? 
Have Uiey not in the North Sea's blast 
Bowed to the waves the straining mast ? 
Thfflr frozen sails the low, pale snn 
W Tbul^'s night has shone upon ; 
Flapped by the sea-wind's gusty sweep 
Round icy drift, and headland steep. 
"Wild Jutland's wives and Lochlin's daughters 
Have watched them fading o'er the waters, 
Lessening through driving mist and spray, 
Like white-winged sea-birds on their way I 

Onward they glide — and now I view 
Their iron-armed and stalwart crew ; 
Joy glistens in each wild blue eye. 
Turned to green earth and summer sky ; 
Each'broad, seamed breast has cast aside 
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Ita cimitiuring vest of shaggy hide ; 
Bared to the svin and soil warm air, 
Streams ba«k the Norsemen's yeEow hair. 
I see the gleam of axe and spear. 
The sound of smitten shields 1 hear, 
Keeping a harsh and fitting time 
To Si^^a's ehant, and Euuic rhyme ; 
Such lays as Zetiand's Scald lias sung, 
His gray and naked isles among ; 
Or muttered low at midnight hour 
Round Odin's mossy stone of power. 
The wolf beneath the Arctic moon 
Has answered to that startling rune ; 
The GaaJ has heard its stonny swell, 
The light Frank knows its summons well ; 



lona's sable-stoled Culdee 
Has heard it sounding o'er the sea, 
And swept with hoary beard and hair. 
His altar's foot in trembling prayer I 

T is past — the 'wildering yision dies 
In darkness on my dreaming eyes 1 
The forest vanishes in air — 
Hill-slope and vale lie starkly bare; 
J hear the common tread of men, 
And hum of work-day life ^ain : 
The mystic relie seems alone 
A broken mass of common stone j 
And if it be the chiselled limb 
Of Berserkar or ido! grim — 
A fragment of Valhalla's Thor, 
The stormy Viking's god of War, 
Or Pri^a of the Runic lay, 
Or love awakening Siona, 
I know not — for no graven line, 
Nor Druid mark, nor Runic sign, 
Is left me here, by which (o trace 
Its name, or origin, or place. 
Yet, for this vision of the Past, 
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This glance upon its darkness cast, 
My spirit bows in gratitude 
Before the Giver of alt good, _ 
Who fashioned so the human mind, 
That, from the waste of Time behind 
A simple stone, or mound of earth, 
Can summon the departed forth ; 
Quicken the Past to life ag^n— 
The Present lose in what hath been, 
And in thwr primal freshness show 
The buried forms of long ago. 
As if a portion of that Thought 
By which the Eternal will is wrought, 
Whose impulse fills anew with breath 
The frozen solitude of I>eatli, 
To mortal mind were sometimes lent, 
To mortal musings aoraetimes sent, 
To whisper — even when it seems 
But Memory's phantasy of dreams— _ 
Through the mmd's waste of woe and si 
Of an immortal origin I 



CASSANDRA SOUTHWICK. 

1658. 

To the God of all sure mercies let my blessing rise 

From the scoffer and the cruel He hath plucked 
the spoil away, — 

fea, He who cooled the furnace around the taith- 
fu! three, „. , , 

And tamed the Chaldean lions, hath sot His hand- 
maid Iree ! 
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Last nieht I saw the anrset melt through my prison 

Last night across my damp earth-Hoor fell tbe pala 

gleam of atara; 
In the colUness and the darkness all through the 

long night time, 
My grated casement whitened with Autumn's early 



Alone, in that dark sorrow, hour after hour crept 

by; 
Star after star looked palely in and sank adown 

the sky; 
No sound amid night's Etillneas, save that which 

seemed to be 
The dull and heavy beating of Che pulses of the 



All night I sat unsleeping, for I knew that on the 
The ruler and the cruel priest would mock me in 

Dragged to their place of market, and bargained 

for and sold, 
Like a lamb before the shambles, like a heifer from 

the fold I 

Oh, the weakness of the flesh was there — the shriok- 

ing and the shame ; 
And Sie low voice of the Tempter like whispers Ut 

" Why sit'st thou thus forlornly I " the wicked mui>- 

" Damp walls thy bower of beauty, cold earth thy 
maiden bed? 

"Where be tha smiling faces, and voices soft and 

Been in thy father's dwelling, heard in the pleasant 
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Where be the youths, whose glaneoa the summer 

Sabbath throu;;h 
Turned tenderly and dmidly unto thy father's pew ? 

"Why sit'st thou h«re, Cassandra? — Bethink the* 

with what mirth 
Ihy happy school mates gather around the warm 

bright iiearth; 
Uow the crimson shadows tremble on foroheail« 

white and fair, 
On eyes of merry girihood, half hid in golden hair. 

" Not for thee the hearth-fire brightens, not for thee 

kind wonis are spoken, 
Not for thee the nuta of Wenham woods by laugh- 



"Oh! weak, deluded mfuden!— by cvaiy fancies leil, 
"With wild and raving railera an evil path to tread ; 
To leave a wholesome worship, and toaching pure 

and sound ; 
And mate with maniac women, loose-haired and 

sackcloth-bound. 

" Mad scoffers of the priesthood, who mock ai 

things divine, 
Wha rail against the pulpit, and holy bread and 

Sore from their cart-tail scour^ngs, and from tha 

pillory lame, 
B«joicing in their wretchedness, and glorying in 

dieir skame. 

"And what a fate awaits thee? — a aadly toiling 

Dragging the slowly lengthening chain of bondage 
to the grave I 
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TMnk of thy woman's natare, subdued in liopelea 

tbrall, 
The easy pvey of any, the aooff and scorn of all I ' 

Oh I — ever as the Tempter spoke, and feeblo 

Nature's tears 
■Wrung drop by drop the scalding flow of unarail- 

I ■wrestled down tbe evil tioughta, and strove in 
silent prayer, 

To feel, oh. Helper of the weak !— that Thou in- 
deed wert there I 

1 thought of Paul and Silas, within Pbilippi's cell, 
And bow from Peter's sleeping limbs the prison- 

shai;kles fell, 
mi I seemed to boar the trailing of an angel's robe 

And to feel a blessed presence invisible to sight. 

Bless the Lord for all His mercies I— for the peace 

and love 1 felt, 
Like dew of Hermon's boly bill, upon my spirit melt; 
When, " Get behind me, Satan I " was the language 

of my heart. 
And I felt the Evil Tempter with all his doubts 

depart. 

Slow broke the gray cold morning ; again the sun- 
shine fell. 

Flecked with the shade of bar and grate within my 
lonely cell ; 

The hoar froat melted on the wall, and upward 
from the street 

Came careless laugh and idle word, and tread of 
passing feet. 

At length the heavy bolts fell back, my door wa« 
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cassanhra south wick. S] 

AnA slowly at the sheriff's side, up the long street 

I passed ; 
I heard the murmur round me, and felt, hut dared 

How, from every door and window, the people 

And douht and fear feU on me, shame burned upon 

my theek, 
S<nun earth and sky around me, my trembling 

limbs grew weak ; 
" Oh, Lord 1 support thy hanihnaid ; and from her 



Then the dreary shadoirs scattered like a cloud in 

morning's breeze, 
And a low deep voice within me seemed whispering 

nords lilie these: 
" Though thy earth be as the iron, and thy heaven 

a brazen wall. 
Trust still His loving kindness whose power is over 

all." 

We paused at length, where at my feet the sunlit 

Oc glaring reath of shining bea<!h, and shingly 

wall of rock ; 
The merchant-ships lay idly there, in hard cle^ 

liiiea on high. 
Tracing with rope and slender spar their network 

on the sky. 

And there were ancient citizens, cloak-wrapped 

and grave and told. 
And grim and stioiii sea-i;apt<uns with faces bronzed 

and old. 
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And on Ms horse, nitb Rawsonj ilia cruel clerK at 
Sat dark and hauglity Endicott, the ruler of tht 

And poisoning with his evi] wonis the ruler's ready 

The priest leaned o'er hie saddle, with laugh Etnd 

scoff and jeer ; 
It stin'ed my soul, and from my lips the seal of 

silence broke, 
As il' through womau's weakness a warning sjuril 

spoke. 

I cried, " The Lord rchuko thoo, thou smitfir of the 

Thou robber of the righteous, thott trampler of tha 

weak ! 
Go light the dark, cold hearth-stones — go turn the 

prison lock 
Of the poor hearts thou hast hunted, thou wolf 

amid the flock I " 

Dark lowered the brows of Endicott, and with a 

deeper red 
O'er Kawson's wine-empurpled cheek the flush of 

anger spread ; 
" Good people," (itioth the wbite-lipped priest, 

" need not lier words so wild. 
Her Master speaks within her — the Devil owns hii 

child!" 

Bat gray heads shook, and young brows knit, tha 

while the sheriff reaii 
That law the wicked rulers agaiust the poor have 

Who to their house of Rimmon and idol pnest- 

hood bring 
Ho bended knee of win Hip, nor galuful offering. 
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Then jo the stout sea-captains tie sheriff turning 

"Which of ye, wortty seamen, will take this 

Quaker maiii? 
In the Isle of fair Barba^locs, or on Vir^nia's shore, 
f ou may hold her at a higher price than Indian gill 

Urim and alent stood the captains; and when 

again he cried, 
" Speak out, my worthy seamen I " — no voice, no 



A weight seemed hfted from my heart, — a pitying 

friend was nigh, 
I felt it in his hard, rough hand, and saw it in hig 

And when again the sheriff spoke, that vcwce, so 

kind to me. 
Growled back ila stormy answer like the roaring 



" Pile my ship with bars of silver — pack with coins 

of Spanish gold. 
From keel-piece up to deck-plank, the roomage of 

her hold, 
By the living God who made me !— I would sooner 

in your bay 
Sink ship and crew and cai^o, than bear this child 

" Well answered, worthy captain, shame on th«i 

Ban through the crowd in marmura loud the 
people's just applause. 
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" Like tbe berdsmaii of Tekoa, in Tarael of old, 
Shall we see the poor and righteous again for silve* 

I looked on haughty Enclieott ; with weapon half 

way drawn, 
Swept round the throng hJa lion glare of bitter 

hate and scorn ; 
Fiercely he drew his bridle rein, and turned in 

silence back. 
And sneering priest and baffled clerk rode mui-mur- 

ing in his track. 

Hard after them the sheriff looked, in bilterness of 

Thrice smote his staff upon the ground, and crushed 

bin parchment roU. 
" Good friendi," he said, " ance both have fled, 

the ruler and the priest, 
Judge ye, if from their further work I be not well 



Loud was the cheer which, fuH and clear, swept 

round the silent bay. 
As, with kind words and kinder looks, he bade me 

go my way ; 
Far Ut who turns the courses of the streamlet of 

the glen. 
And the river of great waters, had turned the 



Oh, at that hour the very earth snemed changed 

beneath my eye, 
A ho!i".r wonder round me rose the blue walls of 

the sky, 
A lovelier light on rock and hill, and stream and 

woodland lay, 
And ffter lapsed on sunnier sands the wallers of 

die bay. 
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tha Lord of life ! — to Ilim all 

set His hand 

All praise to Him before whose power tie taighty 

Wlio takes the crafty in tlie snare, whieli for the 
poor is laid I 

Sing, oh, my soul, rejoicingly, on evening's twilight 

Uplift the loud thanksgiYing-~pour forth the grate- 
ful psalm ; 

Let all dear hearts mth me rejoice, as did the 
B^nts of old. 

When of the Lord's good angel the rescued Peter 
told. 

And weep and howl, ye evil priests and mighty 

The Lord shall smite the proud and lay His hand 

upon the strona;. 
Woe to the wicked rulers in Uis avenging hour 1 
Woe to the wolves who seek the flocks to raven and 

devour ; 

But let the humble ones arise, — the poor in heart 

And let the mourning ones again with robes of 

praise be clad, 
tor He who cooled the furnace, and smixithed ths 

Btormy wave, 
And tamed the Chaldean lions, is mighty Btill to 
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FUKERAL TREE OF THE SOKOKIS. 



Abound Sebago'a lonely lake 
There lingers not a breeze to break 
The coirror which ifa waters make. 

The solemn pines along its shore, 
The firs which hang its gray roeka o'er, 
Are p^ted on its glassy floor. 

Tlie sun looks o'er, with hazy eye, 
The snowy mountain-tops which lie 
Kled coldly up against the sky. 

Dazzling and white! save where the bleak, 
Wild winds have bared some splintering peal^ 
Or snow-slide lefl ita dusky streak. 

Yet green are Saeo'a banks below. 
And bells of apruee and cedar show. 
Dark fringing round those cones of snow. 

The earth hath felt the breath of spring, 
Though yet on her deliverer's wing 
The lingering frosts of winter cling. 

Fresh grasses fringe the meadow-brooks, 
And miMly from its sunny nooks 
The blue eye of the violet looks. 

And odors from the springing grasa, 
The sweet birch and the sa9.safraa, 
Upon the searce-lelt breezes pass. 

Her tokens of renewing care 
Hath Nature scattered everywhere. 
In bud and flower, and warmer air. 
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But la their hour of birtemess, 
What reck the broken Sokokis, 
Bewde their slaughtered cliief, of this? 

The turTs red stain is yet undried— 
Searee have the death-shot eohoos died 
Along Sebi^'s wooded side : 

And silent now the hunters stand, 
Grouped darkly, where a swell of land 
Slopes upward from the lake's white sand. 

Fire and the axe have swept it bare, 
Save one lone beech, uiielosing there 
Its light leaves in the vernal air. 

With grave, cold looks, all etoraly mut«, 
They break the damp turf at its foot, 
And bare its coiled and twisted root 

They heave the stubborn trunk aade, 
The firm roots from the earth divide— 
The rent beneath yawus dark and wide. 

And there the fallen chief is laid, 
In tasaelled garbs of skins arrayed. 
And girded with his wampum-braid. 

The silver cross he loved is pressed 
Beneath the heavy arms, which rest 
Upon his scarred and naked breast. 

Tie done : the roots are backward sent, 
The beechen tree stands up unbent— 
The Indian's fitting monument 1 

When of that sleeper's broken race 
Their green and pleasant dwelling-pl*ce 
Which knew them once, retains no trac«; 
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O ! loDg may sunset's lipht be sheii 
As now upon that bueth's lioart^ 
A green memorial of the ckad I 

There shall his fittinp; reqniem be. 

In northern winds, tSat, cold and free, 

Howl nightly in that funeral ti'uo. 

To their wild wjul the waves which break 
Forever round that lonely lake 
A solemn under-tone shall make ! 

And who shall deem the spot unbleat, 
WTiere Naiure'a yoni^ier children rest, 
Lulled on their sorrowing mother's breast ? 



Deem ye that mother loveth less 
These bronzed forms of the ivildemesa 
She foldeth in her long caress ? 

Ai sweet o'er them her wild flowers blow. 
As if with fairer hair and brow 
The blue-eyed Sason slept below. 

What though the places of their rest 
No priestly knee hath ever pressed — 
So iiineral rite nor prayer hath blessed ? 

What though the bigot's ban be there. 
And thounhta of w^ing and deapiur, 
And cui'smg in the place of prayer I 

Tet Heaven hath angels watching round 
The Indian's lowliest forest-mound— 
And Ihey have made it holy ground. 

There ceases man's frail judgment ; all 
Hia powerless bolts of cursing fall 
Unheeded on that grassy patL 
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O, peeled, tmd hunted, and reviled, 
Sleep on, dark tenant of the wilil ! 
GreM Nature owns her simple child I 

And Nature's God, to whom alone 
The secret of the heart is known — 
The hiddea language traced thereon j 

Who from its many curoberings 

Of form and creed, and outward things, 

To light the naked spirit brings ; 

Kot with our pai-dal eye shall scan — 
Not with our pride and scorn shall ban 
The spirit of our brother man I 



" To the winds give our banner I 

Bear homeward again I " 
Uriod the Lord of Acadia, 

Cried Charles of Estienue; 
From the prow of his shallop 

He gazod, as the sun, 
From its bed in the ocean. 

Streamed up the St. John. 

O'er the blue western waters 
That shallop had passed, 

Where the mists of Penobscot 
Clun" damp on her mast 

St Saviour had iook'd 
On the heretic sail, 

As the songs of the Huguenot 
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The pale, gtostly fathers 

Kemembereil her well, 
AaA hud cursed her while pasi^ii)^ 

With taper and bell, 
But the men of Monhegan, 

Of Papists abhorr'd, 
Had weleomed and feasted 

The heretic Lord, 

They had loaded hia shallop 

With duo-fish and ball, 
With stores for his larder, 

And steel for his wall. 
Pemequid, from her bastions 

And turrets of stone. 
Had weloomed his coming 

With banner and gun. 

And the prayers of the elders 

Had followed his way, 
As homeward he glided, 

Down Pentecost Bay. 
I well sped La Tour 1 

For, in peri! and pain, 
His lady kept watch 

For his coming again. 

O'er the We of the 



" Now, why from von battlementi 

Speaks not my love 1 
Whv waves there no banner 

ily fortress above ? ' 

Dark and wild, from his deck 
St Estienne "azed about, 

On fire-wasted dwellings, 
And silent redoubt; 
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From tie low, shattered walk 
Which the flame bad o'erruD, 

There floated do banner, 
There thunder'd no gun I 

But, beneath the low arch 

Of its doorway there stood 
A pale priest of Kome, 

In his cloak and his hood. 
With the bound of a lion. 

La Tour sprang to land. 
On the throat of the Papist 

He fastened hia hand, 

" Speak, son of the Woman, 

Of scarlet and sin 1 
What wolf has heen prowling 

My castle within ? " 
From the grasp of the soldier 

The Jesuit broke, 
Halfin scorn, half ill sorrow, 

He smiled aa he spoke : 

" No wolf, Lord of Estienne, 

Has ravaged thy hall, 
But thy red-handed rival. 

With fire, steel, and ball I 
On an errand of mercy 

I hitherward came, 
While the walls of thy castle 

Tet spouted witi flame. 



Aloud for their prey." 
" But what of my lady 7 " 

Cried Charles of Estienne ; 
« On the shot^;rumbled turret 

Thy lady was seen : 



«jhy Google 



" Half-vefled In the smoke-cloud. 

Her hand graspiid tiiy pennon. 
While her dark tresses swayed 

In the hot breath of cannon I 
But woo to the heretic, 

Eyermore woe I 
Whea the son of the church 

And the cross is his foe I 

" In the track of the shell, 

Li the path of the ball, 
Pentagoot swept over 

The breach of the wall I 
Steel to steel, gun to gun, 

One moment — and then 
Alone stood the victor. 

Alone with his men I 

" Of its sturdy defenders. 

Thy lady alone 
Saw the cross-blazon'd banner 

Float over St. John." 
" Let the dastard look to it 1 " 

Cried fiery Estienae, 
" Were D'Auiney Kjng Loul«, 

I'd free her again I 

"Alas, for thy lady ! 

No service from thee 
la needed by her 

Whom the Lord hath set free i 
Mne days, in stern silence. 

Her thraldom she bore, 
But the tenth morning came. 

And Death opened her doort 

As if suddenly smitten 
La Tour stagger'd back ; 

His hand p^isped his sword-hilt, 
Hia forehead grew black. 
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He spran" on tte deck 
Of hia shallop again : 

Give way I " cried Estienne. 

" Massachusetts shall hear 

Of the Uiiguenot's wrong, 
And from island and creek-side 

Her fishers shall throng 1 
Pentagoet shall rue 

What his Papists have done. 
When his palisades echo 

The Puntan's gun 1 " 

0! the loveliest of heavens 

Hung tenderly o'er him. 
There were waves in the sunshine, 

And green isles hetbre him: 
But a pale hand was beckoning 

The Huguenot on ; 
Aiid in hiackness and ashes 

Behind was St. John f 



PENT0CKET. 



How sweetly on the wood-girt town 
The mellow light of sunset shone 1 
Each small, bright lake, whose wate 
Mirror the forest and the hiU, 
Reflected from its wavelesa breast 
The beanly of a cloudless West, 
Glorious as if a ghmpse were^iven 
Within the western gates of Hcavei 



fjeft, by the spirit of the 
Of sunset's holy hour, aj; 
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Beside the river'a tranquil Hood 
The dark and low-wall'd dwellinj^s stood, 
Where maiiy a rood oi'open land 
Stretcb'd up auil liowii oji eitliur haiid, 
With eom-Ieaves wavin" freshly green 
The thick and blaoketi'il stumps betwe-m. 
Behind, unbroken, deep aad dread. 
The wild, mitravell'd forest spread, 
Back to those mountains, white and cold, 
Of which the Indian trapper told, 
Upon whose summita never yet 
Was mortal foot in safety set 

Quiet and calm, without a fear 
Of danger darkly lurking near. 
The weary laborer left his plough — 
The milk-maid caroH'd by her cow — 
From cottage door and household hearth 
Rose songs of praise, or tones of mirth. 
At length the murmur died away, 
And ailenue on that village lay — 
So slept Pompeii, tower and hall. 
Ere the qujek earthiiuake swallow'd all, 
- Undreaming of the nery fate 
Which made its dwellings desolate ! 

Hours pass'U away. B^ moonlight sped 
The Merrimack along his bed. 
Bathed in the pallid lustre, stood 
Dark cottage-wall and rock and wood, 
Silent, beneath that tranquil beam, 
As the hush'd grouping of a dream. 
Yet on the sijltair crept a sound — 
No bark of fox— nor rabbit's bound — 
Nor stir of wings— nor waters flowing — 
Nor leaves in midnight breezes blowing. 
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What forms were those wHch darkly stood 
Just on the maf^rin of the wood ? — ■ 
Charr'd tree-stumps hi tliu moonlight dim, 
Or paling rude, or leaHess limb ? 
No — ^throu^h the trees fiurte eye-balU dow'd. 
Dark fiuman forms in moonshine shovr'd, 
Wild from their native wildBrness, 
Witli painted Ihnba and battle-drerw I 

A yell, the ilea*l might wake to hear, 
Swell'd on the niglit air, far and clear- 
Then smote the Indian tomahawk 
On uraahing door and shatterin" look — 
Then rang the rifle-shot — and then 
The shrill deatb-scream of stritien men, — 
Sank the red axe in woman's brain, 
And childhood's cry arose in vain — 
Bursting throngh roof and winilow came, 
Red, fast and flerce, the kindled flame; 
And blended fire and moonlight glared 
On still dead men and wea.pons bared. 

Then: 

The ri 

No sound of combat fill'd the aj.. 

No shout was hear<l, — nor gunshot there ! 

Yet still the thick and sullen smoke 

From smouldering ruins slowly broke; 

And on the greensward many a stain. 

And, here and there, the mangled slain, 

Told how that midnight bolt had sped, 

Pentucket, on thy fated head I 

Even now, the villager can tell 
Whei'e Rolfe beside hia hearthstone fell, 
StiU show Ibe door of waslin" oak, 
Through which the fatal diiafli-Rhot broke. 
And point the ourioua stranger where 
De Bouvillc's corse lay grun and bara— 
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Wliose hideous head, in death still fear'd, 
Bore not a traee of hair or beard — 
And still, milliiii the cLurohyard groviod, 
Heaves darkly up the ancient mound, 
Whose craas-jriflwii surface overlies 
The victuQS ttf that sacrifice. 



THE FAMILISTS HYMN. 

Father I to thy suffering poor 

Strenrth and grace and faith impart, 
And with thy own love restore 

Comfort to the broken heart I 
Oh, the fiuling ones confirm 

With a holier strenrth of zeaj 1 — 
GHve Thou not the feeble worm 

Helpless to the spoiler's heel I 

Father 1 for thy holy saie 

We are spoiled and hunted thus ; 
Joviul, for thy truth we take 

Bonds and burtLens unto us : 
Poor, and weak, and robbed of all, 

Wearj- with our daily task. 
That thy truth may never fall 

Through our weakness, Lord, we aslt 

Bound our fired and wasted homea 

Flits the fovest-bird unsi^arcd, 
And at noon the wild beast comes 

^Vhere our frugal meal was shared ; 
For the song of priuaes there 

Shrieks the crow the livelong day, 
For the sound of evening prayer 

Howls the evil beast of prey 1 
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Sweet the sorigs we loved to aing 
Undei-ncath thy holy sky — 

Words and waes that used to brinf! 
Tears ol" joy in every eye, — 

Dear the wresthng hours of prayer, 
When we gathered knee to knee, 



As thioe earlj- ehildreo, Lord, 

Shared their wealth and daily bread. 
Even BO, with one acconl. 

We, in love, each other fed. 
Not with us the loiser's hoard. 

Not with us his grasping hand j 
Equal round a eomnioa board, 

Drew our meek and brother band 1 

Safe ojr quiet Eden lay 

When the war-whoop stirred the land. 
And the Indian turn'd away 

From our home his bloody hand. 
Weil that foreat-ranger saw, 

That the burthen and the curse 
Of the white man's cruel law 

Rested also upon us. 

Tom apart, and driven forth 

To our toiling hard and long, 
Father ! from tie dust of earth 

Lift we still our grale&l song ! 
Grateful— tlat in bonds we share 

In thy love which maketli free , 
jDytiil — that the wrongs we bear, 

Draw us nearer, Lord, to thee 1 

Grateful !— that where'er we toil-- 

By Wachuset's wooded side. 
On Nantucket's sea-worn isle. 
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Or by irild Neponset'a tide — 
Still, in spirit, we are near, 
And our evening lij-mns wliieh rise 



X 



Le and discordant here, 
, and mingle in tiie akies I 



Let the ecoSer scorn and mock, 

Let the proud and evil priest 
Bob the nee<ij' of hia flock. 

For his wine-cup and bis feast, — 
Redden not thy bolts in store 

Through the blackness of thy skies V 
For the sighing of the poor 

Wilt Thou not, at length, arise ? 

Worn and wasted, oh, how long 

Shall thy trodden poor complain ' 
In thy name they bear the wrong, 

In thy cause the bonds of paini 
Melt oppression's heart of steel, 

Let the haughty priesthood see, 
And their blinded foQowers feel, 

That in us they mock at Thee 1 

In thy time, Lord of hosts, 

Stretch abroad that liaud to save 
WWeh of oid, on Egypt's coasts, 

8mol« apart the Km Sea's wave 1 
Lead us from this evi! land. 

From the spoiler set us free. 
And once more our gather'd band, 

Heart to heart, shall worship Thee t 



THE FOUNTAfN. 

Teavbi.lerI on thy journey toihng 
By the swift Powow, 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

With lie summer sunsKine falKng 

On thy heated brow, 
Listen, while all else is still 
To the brooklet t'mai the hill. 

Wild and sweet the flowers are blowir\g 

Bj that streamlet's side, 
And a greener verdure showing 

Where its waters glide — 
Down the hill-slope murmuring on, 
Over root and mossy stone. 

Where yon oat his liroad arms flingeth 



That aoft-flowing rilf,' 
Through its dark roots wreath'd and bare, 
Gushing up to sun and air. 

Bi^hler waters sparkled never 

fi that magic well. 
Of whose gift of life forerer 

Ancient legends tell, — 
In the lonely desert wasted. 
And by mortal lip untasted. 

Waters which the proud CastilianM 

Sought with longing eyes, 
Underneath the bright pavilion 

Of the Indian skies ; 
Where his forest pathway lay 
Through the blooms of Florida. 

Tears ago a lonely stranger, 

With the dusky brow 
Of the outcast forest-ranger. 

Crossed the swift Powow; 
And betooi him to the rill, 
And the oak upon the hilL 
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O'er bis face of moody sadness 

For an instant shone 
Something liku a "leam of gladnees, 

Ab he stooped him down 
"To the fountMn's grasaj side 
And bis ei^r thirst supplied. 

With the oak its shadow throwing 

And the cool, sweet waters flowing 

Softly at his teet, 
Closely by tlie tbuntain's rim 
That lone Indian seated him. 

Autumn's earliest frost had ^ven 

To the woods below 
Hues of beauty, suoh as heaven 

Lendeth to its bow ; 
And the soft breeze from the west 
Scarcely broke their dreamy rest. 

Far behind was Ocean striving 

With his chains of sand ; 
Southward, sunny glimpses giving, 

"Twixt the swells of land. 
Of its calm and silvery track, 
Boiled the tranquil Merrimack. 

Over village, wood and meadow, 

(lazed tnat stranger man 
Sadly, dll the twilight shadow 

Over all things ran, 
Save where spire and westward pane 
Flashed the sunset back i^iun. 

GazinB thus upon the dwelling 

s telling 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 



Naked lay, in sunsliino glowing, 

Ililla that onue had stood 
Down their aides the ahadoire throwing 

Of a mighty wood, 
Where the deer hia coveil; kept. 
And the eagle's pinion swept ! 

Where the birch canoe had glided 

Down the swift Powow, 
Dark and glooiny bridges Btrided 

Those dear waters now; 
And where onue the beaver swam, 
Jarred the wheel and frowned the dam. 

For the wood-bird's meiry singing, 

And the hunter's cheer. 
Iron clang and hammer's ringing 

Smote upon hia ear; 
And the thitk and sullen smoke 
From the blackened forges broke. 

Could it be, his fathers ever, 

Loved to linger here ? 
These bare hilS — thia conqner'd rivei^— 

Could they hold them dear, 
With their native lovclineas^ 
Tamed and tortured into this ? 

Sadly, as the shades of even 

Gathered o'er the hill, 
Wiiile the western half of heaven 

Blushed with sunset still. 
From the fountain's mossy seat 
Turned the Indian's weary feet 

Jean 
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To the hill-fflde or the iiTer 

Where he caDie before. 
But (he villager can tell 
Of that strange man's visit well. 

And the merry children, laden 
With their fruits or fiowera — 

Roving boy and laughing maiden, 
In (heir sohool-ilay hours, 

Love the simple tale to tell 

Of the Indian and hia well. 



THE EXILES. 



With his young wife singing at his fdde 
An old and goodly tune. 

A glimmer of heat was in the air, — 
The dark green woo^ls were slill ; 
And the Bkirts of a heavy thunder-cloud 



Black, thick, and vast, arose that cloud 

Above the wilderness. 
As some dark world from upper air 

Were stooping over this. 

At times, the solemn thunder pealei, 

And all was still again, 
Save a low murmur m the air 

Of coming wind and rain. 
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Jnst as tlie first big rain-drop fell, 

A woary stranger came, 
And stooJ before the fanoer's door, 

With travel soQed and lame. 

Sad seemed he, j'et sustaining hope 

Was in his quiet glance, 
And peace, like autumn's moonlight, clolhed 

His tranquil countfiuance. 

A loot, like that his Master wore 

In Pilate's oouncil-hall : 
It told of wrongs — but of a love 

Meekly forgiving all. 

" Friend t irilt thou mve me shelter here ? " 

The stranger meekly said; 
And. leaning on his oaken staff, 

The goodman's features read. 

" My life ia hunted — evil men 

Are following in my tra«k ; 
The traces of the torturer's whip 

Are on my aged back, 

" And much, I fear, 'twill peril thee 

Within thy doora to take 
A hunted seeker of the Truth, 

Oppressed for conscience sake." 

Oh, kindly spoke the goodman's wife— 
" Come in, old man ! " quoth she, — 

"We will not loavc thee to the storm 
Whoever thou niay'st be." 

Then came the aaed wanderer in, 

And silent sat him down ; 
While all within grew dark as night 

Beneath the storm-cloud's frown. 
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Bnt wliile the audden lightning'a blaze 

Riled every cottage nook, 
And with the jnri-iiii,' thunder-roll 

The loostined casementa shook, 

A heavy tramp of horses' teei 

Came sounding uij the lane. 
Ami half a score of horse, or more, 

Canie pluugmg through the rjun. 

" Now, Goodman Ma^^ey, ope thy door, — 
We would not be house-breakers ; 

A rueful ileeil thou'st clone this day, 
In harboting banished Quakers." 

Out looked the cautious goodiuan then, 

With much of fear and awe, 
For there, with broad wig drenched with riun, 

The pariah priest he saw. 

" Open thy door, thou wicked man. 

And let thy pastor hi, 
And give God thanks, if forty stripes 

Repay thy deadly sin." 

" What seek ye ? " quoth the goodman, — 

He IS worn with toil and grievous wrong, — 
Pray let the old man rest," 

" Now, out upon thee, canting knave I" 
And strong hands shook the door, 

" Believe me, Macey," iiiioth 'he priest, — 
" Thou'lt rue thy conduct dore." 

Then kindled Hacey's eye of fire: 
" No priest who walka the earth. 

Shall pluck away the stranger-"ueBt 
Made welcome to my hearth?" 
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Down from his cottage wall lie paught 

Thii matchlock, hntly tnvd 
At Prtston-nans ami Jlaraton-moor, 

By fiery Ireton'si siUu ; 

Where Puritan, and Cavalier, 
Witli ahout and psalin contended ; 

And Rupert's oaih, and Cromwell's prayer, 
With battle-thunder blended. 

Up rose the ancient stranger then : 

" My spirit is not free 
To brin" the wrath and violence 

or evil men on thee: 



Bethink tl 
Who healed again the Bmitten ear, 
And sheathed hif fbllotver's swcvd. 

"Igo, aa to the slaughter led ; 

Riends of the poor, farewell ! " 
Beneath his hand the oaken door, 

Back on its binges fell. 

" Come forth, old gray-beard, yea and nay;" 

Tbe reckless acofiera cried, 
As to a horseman's saddle-bow 

The old man'a arms were tied. 

And of bis bondage hard and long 

In Boston's crowded jail, 
Wbere suffering woman's prayer was heard, 

With sickening childhood's wail, 

It snils not with our tale to tell : 
Tbode scenes have passed away — 

Let the dim shadows of the past 
Brood o'er that evil day. 



«jhy Google 



" Ho, Bheriff I " quoth the ardent priest — 

" Take nowlman Maccy too ; 
The sin of (his day's heresy, 

His back or purse shall rue." 

"Now goodwife, haate thee I" Maccy cried. 

She eaiii-ht his manly arm ; — 
Behind, the parson uijjed pursuit. 

With oul<;vy and alarm. 

Ho ! speed the Maceya, neck or nought, — 

The riyer course was near :— 
TTieplashing on its pebbled shore 

Was music to their car. 

A »ray rock, tasselled o'er mth birch 

Above the waters hung. 
And at its base, with eyeiy wave, 

A small light wherry swung. 

A leap — they gain the boat — and theM 

The goodman wields his oar ; 
"El lu(3c hetide them ail " — he cried, — 

" The l^garda upon the shore." 

Down through the crashing under-wood, 

The buriy sheriff" came :— 
" Stand, goodnian Macey — yield thyself: 

Yield in the King's own name." 

" Now oat upon thy hangman's fece I ** 
Bold Macey answered then, — 

" Whip ivamen, on the village green, 
But meddle not with men." 

The priest came panting to the shore, — 
His grave cocked hat was gone ; 

Behind him, like some owl's nest, hung 
His wig upon a thorn. 
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" Come bark— come back 1 " the parson cried, 

" The church's curse beware." 
" Cur$o, an' thou wilt," said Macey, •* but 

Thy blessing prithee spare." 

« Tile scoffer 1 " cried the baffled priest, — 

" Thoult yet the "allows see." 
"Who's born to be handed, will not be drowied,' 

Quoth Macey, merrily ; 

" And so, sir sheriff and priest, good bye I " 

He bent him to his oar, 
And the small boat glided quiedy 

From the twain upon the shore. 

Now in the west, the heavy clouds 

Scattered and fell asunder, 
While feebler came the rush of rain. 

And fainter growled the thunder. 

And through the broken Mouds, the sun 

Looked out serene and warm, 
Painting its holy symbol-ligbt 

Upon the passing storm. 

Oh, beantifiil ! that riunbow span. 
O'er dim Crane-neck was bended; — 

One bright foot touched the eastern hills, 
And one with ocean blended. 

By green Pentuckefs southern slope 

The small boat glided fast,— 
The watchers of "the Hlock-house" saw 

The strangers as they passed. 

That ni"ht a stalwart garrison 

Sat shaking in their shoes, 
To hear the dip of Indian oars, — 

The glide of Wrch canoes. 
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The fishei^wives of Salisbury, 

(The men were all away,) 
Looked out to see the sti-anger oar 

Upon their waters play. 

Deer-Island's rocks and fir-trees threw 
Their aunsct-shadows o'er them, 

And Newbury's spire and weathercock 
Peered o'er the pines before them. 

Around the Black Rocks, on their left, 
The marsh lay broad and green ; 

And on their light, with dwarf shrubs ere 
Plum Island's hills were seen. 

With skilfiil hand and wary eye 

The harbor-bar was crossed ; — 
A plaything of the restless wave, 



Th« glory of the sunset heaven 

On land and water lay, — 
On the steep hiils of Agawam, 

On cape, and bluff, and bay. 

They passed the gray rocka of Cape I 
And Gloai;ester's harboi^bar; 

The watch-fire of the garrison 
Shone like a setting star. 

How brightly biwke the morning 

On Massachusetts Bay! 
"' ve, and bright green island. 



aiue wave, and bngbt gr 
Rejoicing in (he day. 



On passed the bark in safety 

Bound isle and headland steep — 

No tempest broke above them. 
No fog-cloud veiled the deep. 
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Far ruimd the bleak and stormy Cape 
The vent'itiu3 llauuy passed, 

And oil Nantufki'l's niiked isle, 
Diisw up his boat at last 

And how, in Ic^-built cabin, 

They braved the rou^h sea-weather ( 
And tliere, in peace anil quictneaa, 

Went down life's vale tt^ether ■ 

How otUers drew around them. 
And how their fishing sped, 

Until to erery wind of heaven 
Nantucket's sails were spreads 

How pale want alternated 
With plenti-'s golden anule ; 

Behold, 13 it not written 
In the annals of the isle ? 

And yet that isle remiuneth 

A refuge of the free. 
As when true-hearted Macey 

Beheld it irom the sea. 

Free as the winds that winnow 
Her shrubless hills of sand — 

Free as the waves that batter 
Along her yielding land. 

Than hers, at duty's summons, 

Bo loftier spirit stjrs, — 
Kor fails o'er human suffering 

A readier tear than hers. 

God bless the sea-beat island 1 — 

And graiif for everniore, 
That ch^irity and frcedovu dwell, 

Afl new upon her sliorel 
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THE NEW ^YIFE AND THE OLD. 

Dabk the hails. aiiJ cold the feast — 
Gone tbe brldemaids, gone the priest . 
All ig over — all ia done, 
Twain of yesterday are one 1 
Bloomin" giri and manhood gray, 
Autumn m the arms of May I 

Hushed ndthin and hushed without, 
Dancing feet and wrestlers' shout; 
Dies the bonfire on the hill ; 
All is dark and all is stdl, 
Save the starlight, save the breeze 
Moaning through the graveyard treesj 
And the ^at sea-wa^es below. 
Pulse of the midnight beating slow 

From the brief dream of a bride 
She hath wakened, at his side. 
With half uttered shriek and start— ^ 
Feels she not his beating heart '? 
And the pressure of his arm, 
And his breatliing near and warm ? 

Lightly from the bridal bed 
Springs that f^r dishevelled head, 
And a feeling, new, intense, 
Half of shame, half innocence. 
Maiden fear and wonder speaks 
Through her lips and changing check*. 

From the oaken mantel glowing 
Faintest light the lamp is throwing 
On the mirror's antique mould, 
High-backeil chair, and wainscot old, 
And, through faded curtains stealing, 
Hi? dark sleeping face revealing. 
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THE NEW WlfK AND THE OLD. 

Listless lies the strong man there, 
Silver-streaked his i/areless hair; 
Lips of love have left no trace 
On that hard and haughtj' face; 
And that forehead's k] lined thought 
Love's soft hand hath not imwrought. 

" Yet," she sighs, " he loves me well. 
More than ttume oalui iips will tell. 
Slooping to my lowly state, 
He Hath made me rich and great, 
And I bless him, though he be 
Hard and stern to all save me 1 " 

While she speaketh, falls the light 
O'er her fingers small and white ; 
Gold and gem, and costly ring 
Back the timid lustre fling — 
Love's selecteet sifts, and rare, 
His proud handliad fastened there 

Gratefully she marks the glow 
From those tapering lines of snow ; 
Fondly o'er the sleeper bending 
His black hair with golden biendina 
In her soft and light caress, 
Cheek and lip together press. 

Ha !— that start of horror 1 — Why 
That wild stare and wilder cry, 
Full ofterror, full of pain? 
Is there madness in her br^n ? 
Hark 1 that gasping, hoarse and low 
" Spare me — spare me — let me go I " 



Spectral hands her own enfold, 
Drawing silently from them 
Love's lair gifta of gold and gem. 
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Ring and bratelot all are gone, 

And that it;B-(!old Land withilrawnj 

But she hears a muj-mur low, 

Full of swcetnesB, full of woe. 

Half a sigh and half a moan : 

" Fear not ! ^ve tte dead her own !" 

Ah I— the dead wife's voice she knows I 
That cold liand whose pressure froze, 
Onee in warmest life had borne 
Gem and band her own hath worn. 
" Wake thee ! wake thee 1 " Lo, his eyee 
Open with a dull auqmae. 

In his arms tlie strong man folds her, 
Closer to his breast he holds her ; 
Trembliog linihs his owd are meeting, 
And he feels her heart's noiek beating; 
" Nay, my dearest, why this fear ? " 
" Hush I " she swth, " the dead is here I " 

n idle dream." 

p's pale g" 
TrembUngly her hand she ri 
There uo more the diamond blazes. 
Clasp of pearl, or ring of gold, — 
" Ah I " she ^ghs, " her hand was cold I " 

Broken words of cheer he saith. 

But his dark lip qiiivereth. 

And as o'er the past he thinketh, 

From his young wife's arms he shrinketh ; 

Can those soft arms round him lie, 

Underneath his dead wife's eye V 

She her fair j-oun« head can rest 
Soothed and childlike on his breast, 
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Draw new stren^rth anil courage thence; 
He, t!io proud man ieula within 
But the cowardite of sin ! 

Slie pan murmur in Iicr tliought 
Simple praycis her mother taught, 
And his blessed angels call, 
Whose great love is over all; 
He, alone, in prayerless pride, 
Meeta the dark Past at her dde I 

One, who living shranl; with dread, 
From his look, or word, or tread, 
Unto whom her early grave 
Was aa freedom to the slave. 
Moves him at this midnight hour, 
With Ihe dead's unconscious power I 

Ah, the dead, the unforgot 1 

From their solemn homes of thought, 

Where the uypress shadows blend 

Darldy over foe and friend. 

Or in love or sail rehuke. 

Back upon the Uving look. 

And the tenderest ones and weakest, 
Who their wrongs have borne the meekest, 
Lifting from those dark, still places. 
Sweet and sad-remembered faces. 
O'er the guilty hearts behind 
An unwitting triumph find. 
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VOICES OF FREEDOM. 
FROM 1833 TO 1848. 



TOUSSAINT L'OUVERTURE.M 

TwAS night. The tranquil moonlight smile 

With which Heaven dreanis of Earth, shed down 
Its beauty on the Indian ialo — 

On broad green field and white-walled town; 
And inland waste of rock and wood, 
In aeai-ohiiig sunshine, vfild and rude, 
Bose, mellowed through the silver gleam. 
Soft as the landscape of a dream, 
AU motionless and dewy wet, 
Tree, vine, and flower in shadow met : 
The myrtle with il3 snowy bloom, 
Crossinff the nightshade's solemn gloom— 
The white ceeropia's rilvor rind 
Relieved by deeper green behind,— 
The orange with its fruit of gold, — 
The lithe paullinia's verdant fbld,^- 
The pasaon-flower, with symbol holy. 
Twining its tjjndrila long and lowly, — 

The rhexias dark, and cassia tall, 

And proudly rian^ over all, 

The kingly palm's miperiai stem, 

Crowned with its leaty diadem, 

Btar-like, beneath whose sombre shade 

Tie fiery-winged cuouilo plavedl 
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Yes— lovely was thine aspect, then, 
Fair island of the Western Sea! 
Lavish of beautj-, even when 
Thy brutes were bappior tban thy men, 

For tbey, at lea^l, were free 1 
Regardless of thy glorious ulime, 

Onmindfiil of thy soil of Uowers, 
The toiling negro sighed, that Time 

Ko faster ^ed his hours. 
For, by the dewy moonlight still. 
He fed the weaiy-tuming mill. 
Or bent him in the chill morass, 
To pluck the Ion" and tangled grass. 
And hear above his sca,'.worQ back 
The heavy slave-whip's frequent cracky 
While in Lis heart one evil thought 
In solitary madness wrought, — 
One baleful fire surviving still 

The quenching of the immortal mincU— 

One sterner passion of his kind, 

Which even fetters could not kill, — 

The savage hope, to deal, ere long, 

A vengeance bitterer than his wrvng I 

Hark to that cry !— long, loud, and shrill, 
From field and forest, rock and hill. 
Thrilling and horrible it rang, 
Around, beneath, above ; — 
The wild beast from his c; 



But like the lion's gi-owl of wrath. 
When tails that hunter in his padi. 
Whose barbed arrow, deeply set, 
la rankling in his bosom yet, 
It told of hate, full, deep, and strong^— 
Of vengeance kindling out of wrong ; 
It was as if the crimes of years — 
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The unrequited toil — the teara — 
The shame an'l hate, ivhii'h liken well 
Earth's gardeu to the nether bell, 
Had found in Kature's suit' a tongue, 
On which the gathered horror hunj;; 
Ab if from eliti^ and stream, and glen, 
Buist, on the startled ears of men, 
That voice whith rises unto God, 
Solemn aud stem — the cry of blood I 
It ceased — and all was still once more, 
Save ocean chafing on his shore, 
The ^ghing of the wind between 
The broad banana's leaves of green. 
Or bough bv restless plumage shook. 
Or murmuring voice of mountain brook. 

Brief was the silence. Once f^ain 

Pealed to the skies that frantic yell — 
Glowed on the heavens a fiery stain, 

And Hashes rose and fell; 
And painted on the blood-red sky. 
Dark, naked arms were tossed on high ; 
And, round the white man's lordly haJl, 

Trode, fierce and free, the brute he mad« 
And those who crept along the wall, 
And answered to his lightest call 

■\Vith more than spaniel dread — 
The creatures of his lawless beck — 
Were trampling on his very neckl 
And on the night-air, wild and clear. 
Rose woman's shriek of more than fear; 
For bloodied arms were round her thrown, 
And dark cheeks pressed (gainst her own I 

Then, injured Afric! — for the shame 
Of thy own daughters, vengeance came 
Full on the scornful hearts of those. 
Who mocked tliee in thy nameless woes, 
And to thy hapless children gave 
One choice — pollution, or the grave 1 



«jhy Google 



120 VOICES OF FREBDOM. 

Wbere then wai he, whose fiery zeal 
Had taught the trampled huart to feel, 
Until Je.'ij)^!' it8u!f'^^;w atroiig. 
And veneeauce fed its toruh I'rora wrong ? 
Now — when the thunder-bolt is spiieding ; 
Now — when opprosMoa'a heart is bleeding 
Mow— when the latent curee of Time 

Is rEuning down in fire and blood — 
That tursu wMoh, through long years of crime. 

Has gathered, drop liy drop, its flood — 
Why strikes he not, the foremost one, 
Where murder's sternest deeds are done ? 



Totl 

Toussaint I'Ouverture I 
What marvel that his heart beat high ! 

The blow for I'reedom had been given ; 
Ajiil blood hail answered to the cry 

Which earth sent up to Heaven I 
What marvel, that a fieri;e delight 
Smiled grinily o'er his brow of night. 
As groan, and shout, and bursting flame. 
Told where the inidni"lit tempest came. 
With blood and fire along its van. 
And death behind I — he was a Man! 

Yes, dark-souled chieft^n 1 — if the light 

Of mild Religion's heavenly ray 
Unveiled not to thy mental sight 

The lowlier and the purer way, 
Id which the Holy Sufl'erer trod. 

Meekly amidst the sons of crime, — 
That calm reliance upon God 

For justice, in his own "ood time,— 
That gentleness, to which uclongs 

Forgiveness for its many wrongs, 
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Even as tKe primal martyr, kneeling 
For mercy oti the evil-dualing, — 
Let not thu favored wliite man name 
Thy atom appeal, wilh wonls of blame- 
Has he not, with the light of heaven 

BrfKuily around him, made the same ? 
Yea, on his thousand war-fields striven, 
And gloried in his ghastly shame 7 — 
Kneehng araidat bis hrother'a blood, 
To oftiir moukery unto God, 
As if the High and Hoh- One 
Could smile on deeils of murder done I— 
As if a human eaorifite 
Were purer in his Holy eyes, 
Though offered up by Christian hands, 
Than the foul rites of Pagan lands ! 



Sternly, amidst his household band. 
His carbine grasped witliin his hand, 

The white man stood, prepared and still, 
Waiting the shock of maddened men, 
TJnohained, and fiert'e as tigers, when 

Thu horn winds through their cavemed hill 
And one was weeping in his sight — 

The sweetest flower of all the isle, — 
The bride who seemed but yesternight 

Love's fair embodied smile. 
And, elin^ng to her tn'mbling knee, 
Ijoobed up the form of infancy, 
Wilh tearful fflanee in either face. 
The secret of its fear to trace. 

" Ha— stand or die ! " The while man's eye 
Ilis slcady rausket gleamed along. 

As a tall Negro hastened nigh, 
With fearless step and strong. 

" What, ho, Touissaint ! " A moment more, 

rtis shadow crossed the lighted door. 
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" Away," he shouted ; " fly with me, — 
The white man'a bark is on the sea ;— 
Her sails must catth the seaward wind. 
For sudden vengeance sweeps behiud. 
Our bi'ethren from their graves have spoken. 
The yoke is spurned— the chmn is broken ; 
On all the liills our fires are glowing- 
Through all the vales red blood is flowing 1 
No more the mocking White sliall rest 
Hb foot upon the Negro's breast ; 
No more, at morn or eve, shall drip 
The warm blood from the driver's whip ; — 
Yet, though Toussaint has vengeance sworn 
For all the wrongs his race have borne, — 
Though for each drop of Negro blood 
The white man's veins shall pour a flood ; 
Not. all alone the sense of ill 
Aroand hig heart is lingering still, 
Nor deeper can the white man feel 
The generous warmth of grateful zeaL 
Friends of the Negro ! fly with me — 
The path is open to the sea : 
Away, for life ! " — He spoke, and pressed 
The young child to hii manly breast, 
As, headlong, through the cracking cane, 
Down swept the dark insurgent train — 
Drunken and grim, with shout and yell 
Howled throu^ the dark, like sounds fioo* heJl 

Far out, in peace, the white man'a sail 
Swayed free before the sunrise gale. 
Clond-like that island hung afar. 

Alone the bright horizon's vei^. 
O'er whLch the curse of servile war 

Rolled its red torrent, surge on surga 
And he — the Negro champion — where 
_ In the fierce tumult, struggled he ? 
(Jo trace him by the flery cmre 
Of dwelh'ngs in the midnight air — 
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He j'ells of triumph and despair^ 



Sleep calmly in tliy dunneoQ-toiob, 

Beneath Besan^ou's ah(!u sky, 
Dark IlaytJen 1— for the time shall come, 
Tea, even now is nigh— 
When, eveiT where, thy name shall be 
Redeemed from cotot's infamy ; 
And men shall learn to s^eai of thee, 
As one irf earth's great spirits, bom 
In servitude, and uursod in scorn, 
Casting ^de the weary weight 
And fetters of its low estate, 
In that strong majesty of soul. 

Which koows no color, tonn;ue or chme— 
Wluch still hath spumed the base control 

Of tyrants through all time I 
Par other hands than mine may wreath 
The laurel round thy brow of death, 
And speak thy praise, as one whose word 
A thousand fieiy ^irits stirred,— 
Who crushed his foeman as a worm— 
Whose step on human hearts fell firm : — " 
Be mine the better task to find 
A tribute for thy bfly miud, 
Amidst whose aloomy vengeance shone 
Some milder virtues all thine own, — 
Some gleams of feeling pure and warm, 
Like sunshine on a sky of slomi,— 
Proofs diat the Negro's heart ret^ns 
Some nobleness amidst its chains, — 
That kindness to the wronged is never 

Without its excellent reward, — 
Holy to human-kind, and ever 
Acceptable to God. 
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THE S7.AVE SHIPS. =* 

" All ready ? " cried the eaptaia ; 

" Ay, ay I " the seamen said ; 
" Heave up the woi-tUcsa lubbers — 

The dying and the dead." 
Up from the slave-sliip's prison 

Fierce, bearded heads were thruat — 
" Now let the sharks look to it — 

Toss up the dead ones first I " 

Corpse after corpse came up, — 

Death had been busy there ; 
Where every blow is mcroy, 

Wliy should the spoiler spare ¥ 
Corpse after corpse they cast 

Sullenly from the ship, 
Tet bloody with lie traces 

Of fettei^Iink and whip. 

Gloomily stood the captain. 
With his arms upon his breast. 

With his told brow sl«rnly knotted, 
And his iron lip compressed. 

" Are all the dead doM over ? " 



Let's lighten the good ship." 

Hark I from the ship's dark bosom. 

The very sounds of holl I 
The rinpn^ clank of iron — 

The maniac's short, sharp yell 1 — 
The hoarse, low curse, throat-stifled— 

The slarviog infant's moan-— 
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■rhe liorror of a brealtin« heart 
Poured through a motlier's groan 



Below, had all been darkness — 
Above, was still the same. 

Tet the holy breath of heaven 
Was sweetly breathing there, 

And the heated bi-ow of fever 
Cooled in the soft sea ^. 

« Overboard with them, shipmates I 

CutlasB and dirk were plied ; 
FetWred and blind, one after one. 

Plunged down the vessel's ade. 
The sabre smote above — 

Beneath, the lean shark lay, 
WMting with wide and bloody jaw 

His quick and human prey. 

God of the earth ! what cries 

Bang upward unto Thee? 
Voices of agony and blood, 

From shin-deck and from sea. 
The last dull plunge was heard— 

The last wave caught its stain— 
And the unsated shark looked up 

For human heaiia in vain. 



Red glowed the wes- 

The setting sun was there, 
Scattering abke on wave and cloud 

His fiery mesh of hair. 
Amidst a group in blindness, 

A solitary eye , , , ,. 

Gazed, from the biuilened slavers deck, 

Into that burning sly- 
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M VOICES OP FRRBOOH. 

« A atona," spoke out the gaaer, 

" Is galhenog and at hand — 
Curse on't — I'd. giye my other eye 

For one firm rood of land." 
And then he laughed— hut only 

Hia echoed laugh replied — 
For the blinded and the suffering 

Alone were at his side. 

Night settled on the waters. 

And on a stormy heaven, 
While fiercely on that lone ship's bjiok 

The thunder^st was driven. 
" A siul !— thank God, a sail I " 

And as the helmsman spoke, 
Up through the stormy murmur, 

A shout of gladness broke. 

Down eame the stranger vessel 

Unheeding on her way, 
So near, that on the slaver's deck 

Fell off her driven spray. 
" Ho ! for the love of mercy — 

We're pcriahing and blind I " 
A wail or utter agony 

Came back upon the wind : 

" Help us ! for we are stricken 



With bhodness . 






Ten days we've floated fearfully, 

Unnoting star or sun. 
Our ship 's the slaver Leon — 

We've but a score on board— 
Our slavcp are alf gone ovej" 

Help— for the love of God I" 

On livid brows of agony 
The broad red lightning shone — 
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But the roar of wind and thunder 
Stifled the answering groan. 

Wailed from the broken waters 
A last despairing cry, 

Ab, kindling in the Etormy light. 
The stranger ship went by. 

In the sunny Guadaloupe 

A dark hulled vessel lay — 
With a crew who noted never 

The night-fall or the day. 
The blossom of the orange 

Was white by every stream, 
And tropin leaf, and flower, ana bin 

Were in the warm eun-beam. 

And the sky was bright aa ever. 

And the moonlight slept as well, 
On the palm-trees by the hill-ade, 

And the streamlet of the dell : 
And the glances of the Creole 

Were still as archly deep. 
And her smiles as full as ever 

Of pas^on and of sleep. 

But vain were bird and blossom, 

The green earth and the sky. 
And the smile of human taces, 

To the slaver's darkened eye ; 
At the breaking of the morning. 

At the slar-bt eveniu" time, 
O'er a world of light and beauty. 

Fell the blackness of his crime. 
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VOICES OF 



[" The despoUsm vbirb our t)>th«t9 eonli 
ftaClTe country la explrldg, and theewordi 
K>mied bnnds h&a ap}ilied 'tis SKt^roiinal^i 
Shall Che UnlUd SluC»i— the ni!F UdIWiI ^tat 

tlMlisbiag? ShHil s Republic be leBB f^e 

tnsr^lM In rightHODsnefls than a kiugdom 

" Oenlns of Amerioa ;— Spirit of our fica 

-*OB Brt thou ftUen from daiyeD! ne 
moveil Ibr thee. Co meet tbee at th; eomlirg ' 

Wii"— Speech nfSarnutlJ. Jfcy.] 



OuH fellow-countrymen in chains I 

Slaves— in a laud of light and law 1 
Slaves — crouciin" on the very plaina 

Where rolled the storm of Freedom's war I 
A groan from Eutaw's haunted wood — 

A wail where Camden's martyrs fell — 
By every ahrine of patriot blood, 

From Moultrie's waU and Jasper's well ! 

By storied hill and hallowed grot, ■ 

By moaay wood and marehy glen. 
Whence rang of old the riflit^hot. 

And hurrying shout of Marion's men 1 
The groan of breaking hearts is there — 

The fiJling laah— the fetter's clank I 
Staves — SLATES are breathing la that air, 

Which old De Ealb and Sumter drjuik ! 

What, ho ! — -otiC Rountrymen in chains ! 

The whip on womas's shrinking flesh I 
Our soil yet reddening with the stains. 

Caught trom her seournnc, warm and fregti I 
What f mothers from their children riven 1 
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OUR COCNTRTMBN IN CHAma. 12 

What 1 God's own imafje bought and sold t 
4stEitiCAK8 to market driven, 
And bartered as tlie brute for gold 1 

Bpeat ! shall their agony of prayer 

Come thrilling to our hearts in vfun 7 
To us whose fathers seorned to bear 

The paltry menace of a chain ; 
To us, whose boast is loud and long 

Of holy Liberty and Light- 
Say, shall these writhing slaves of Wrong, 

Plead viunly for their plundered Bjght 7 

What I shall we send, with lavish breath, 

Oai 
Whet^ 

Strikes for his freedom, or a grave 'i 
Shall prayers go up, and hymns be sung 

Foi' Greece, the Moslem fetter spurning. 
And milhons hail with pea and tougue 

Oio- light on all her altars burning ¥ 

Shall Belgium feel, and "allant France, 

By Vendome's pile ana Schoenbrun's wait 
And Poland, gasping on her lance. 

The impulse of our cheerin» call ? 
And shall the slavb, beneath onr eye. 

Clank o'er our fields his hateful ch^ ? 
And toss his fettered arms on high. 

And groan for Freedom's gift, in vain ¥ 

Oh, aaj-, shall Pnissia's banner be 

A refiijie for the strieken slave ? 
And shall the Ru-ssian serf go free 

By Biukal's lake and Neva's wave? 
And shall the nintry-boHomeil Dane 

Helax the iron hand of pride. 
And bid his bondmen cast the chain 

From fettered soul and limb, a«de ? 
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Shall every flap of England's flag 

Proclaim that all around are free, 
From " farthest Ind " to eaoh blue oraq 

That beetles o'er the Western SeaV 
And shall we scoiFat Europe's kincB, 

When Freedom's fire is dim with us, 
And round our country's altar clings 

The damning shade of Slavery's curse f 

Go — let us ask of Constantine 

To loose his grasp on Poland's throat ; 
And i>eg the lord of Mahmoud's line 

To spare the struggling 8uliot« — 
Will not the scorching answer come 

From turbaned Turk, and scomfal Ruas : 
" Go, loose your fettered slaves at home, 

Then turn, and ask the like of us I" 

Just Grod ! and shall we calmly rest, 

The Chrisljan's scorn — the heathen's mirtlt^ 
Content to live the lingering jest 

And by-word of a mocking Earth ? 
Shall our own glorious land retain 

That curee irfiich Europe scorns to bear? 
Shall our own brethren drag the chain 

Which not even Russia's menials wear? 

Up, then, in Freedom's manly part, 

From gray-beard eld to fiery youth. 
And on the nation's naked heart 

Scatter the living coals of Truth ! 
Ut^— while ye slumber, deeper yet 

The shadow of our fame is growing ! 
Up — while ye pause, our sun may set 

In blood, around our altars flowing I 

Oh ! rouse ye, ere the storm comes forth— 
The gathered wrath of God and man — 

Like that which wasted Egypt's earth. 
When hail and fire above it ran. 
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Feel ye' 



o eartbqiiake uiidcriioath ? 
TJp— up — vhy will jc slumber where 
lie sleeper oaly wakes in death? 

Up tow for Freedom 1 — not in strife 

Like that your sterner fathers saw — 
The awful waste of hiiiaan life — 

The glory and the guilt of war : 
But break the chain — the yoke remove, 

And smile to earth Oppression's rod, 
With those mild arms of Tnith and Love, 

Made mighty through the living Godl 

Down let the shrine of Moloeh sink. 

And leave no traces where it stood ; 
Nor longer let its idol drink 

His daily cup of human blood: 
But rear another altar there, 

To Truth and Love and Mercy riven, 
And Freedom's ^ft, and Freedom^ prayer, 

Khali call an answer down from Heaven I 



THE YANKEE GIRL. 

She sings by her wheel at that low cottage-door, 
Which the long evening shadow is atretj;hiiig 

before. 
With a muric as sweet as the music which seems 
Breathed softly and faint in the car of our dreams I 



lightly and freely her dark tresses plar 
a brow and a bosom as lovely as they I 
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193 voiCEa OP mEicDOM. 

Who comes in Wa pr'do to that low cottage-door— 
The haughty and nc'h to the huinble aud poor? 
'Tisthe great Southern planter — the master mho 

His whip of dominion o'er hundreds of slaves. 

" Nay, Ellen — for shame ! Let those Yankee fool* 

Who wonld pass for our slaves with a chaoge of 

their skin ; 
Let t3iem toil as they will at the loom or the wheal, 
Too stupid for shame, and too vulgar to feel ! 

But thou art too lovely and precious a gem 
To be bound to their burdens and auilied by them— 
For shame, Ellen, ahame !— cast thy bondiij;re aside, 
And away to the South, as my blessing and pride. 

Oh, come where no winter thy footsteps can wrong, 
But where flowers are blossoming all the year long, 
Where the shade of the palm-tree is over ray home. 
And the lemon and orange are white in their 
bloom I 

Oh, come to my home, where my servants shall all 
Depart at thy bidding and come at thy ■;3ll ; 
They shall heed thee as mistress with ti«mbling 

And each wish of tby heart shall be felt as a law." 

Oh, could ye have seen her — that pride of our 

^rls— 
Arise and cast hack the dark wealth of her curls. 
With a scorn in her eye which the gazer could fm, 
And a. glance hke the sunshine that flashes on 
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Tbj home maj be loiiely, bnt round it I hear 
The crack of die whip and the foolsleps of fear ! 

And the sky of thy South may he brighter than 

And "reener thy landscapes, and fairer thy flowera ; 
Dut, dearer the blast round our mountains which 

Ihan the sweet eummer zephyr which breathes 
over slaves 1 

FnQ low at thy bidding thy negroes may kneel, 
With the iraa of bondage on spirit and heij; 
Yet know that the Yankee ^rl sooner would be 
In fetters with them, than in freedom with thee I" 



TO W. L. G. 

CnAMPioji of those who groan beneath 

Oppression's iron hand: 
In view of penury, hate, and death, 

1 see thee fearless stand. 
Still bearing up thy lofty brow, 

In the steadfast strength of truth, 
In manhood sealing well the vow 

And promise of thy youth. 

Go on I — for thou hast chosen well ; 

On in the strength of God 1 
liong as one human heart shall sweH 

Beneath the tyrant's rod. 
Speak in a slumbering nation's ear, 

As thou hast ever sjioken. 
Until the dead in sin shall hear — 

The fetter's link be broken 1 
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t VOICES OF FBEI1I>0K. 

I love thee with a brother'a love, 

1 feel my pulsea thrill, 
To mark thy spirit soar above 

The cloua of human ill. 
My heart hath leaped to answer tUue, 

And echo back lliy words, 
As leaps the warrior's at the shice 

And flash of kindred swords 1 

They tell roe thou art rash and viun — 

A searcher after fame ; 
That thou art striving but to gain 

A long enduring name ; 
That thou haat nerved the Afric's hand 

And steeled the Aftic's heart, 
To shake alotl his vengeful brand, 

And rend his chain apart. 

Have I not known thee well, and read 

Thy mighty purpose long ! 
And watched the trials which have made 

Thy htrnian spirit strong? 
And shall the slanderer's demon breath 

Avail with one like me, 
To dim the sunshine of my faith 

And earnest trust in thee "i* 

Go on — the dagger's point may glare 

Amid thy pathway's gloom — 
The fate which sternly threatens there 

Is glorious martyrdom ! 
Then onward with a martyr's zeal ; 

And wait thy sure reward 
When man to man no more shall kneel 

And God alone be Lord 1 
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80SG OF THE FREE. 

Pride of New England ! 

Soul of our fatliers 1 
Shrink we all oraven-like, 

When the stoim gathers ? 
Wliat though this tempest be 

Over U9 lowering, 
Where's the New Englander 

Shamefully lowering? 
Graves green and holy 

Around us are lyiog, — 
Free were the sleepers all, 

Living and dying I 

Back with the Southerner's 

Padlocks and scoui^s 1 
Go — let him fetter down 

Ocean's free auigea 1 
Go — let him alenoe 

Winds, clouds, and water*— 
Never New England's own 

Free sons and daughters I 

Ocean-ward going — 
Free as the breezes are 
Over us blowing. 

Up to our altars, then, 
Haste we, and sumuwm 

Courage and loveliness, 
Manhood and woman! 
r pledges be ! 



L)eq> lol 

IVeed 



Truce with oppression, 
Never, oh 1 never 1 

By our own hirthrightrgift, 
Granted of Heaven — 
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Free<loTii for heart and Ij'p, 
B(! the pleJiji! given ! 

If ire have whispered trutli, 

Wliiaper no longer ; 
Speak as (he tempest doea, 

Slerner and stronger; 
Still be the tones of truth 

Louder aiid firmer, 
Startling the haughty Soutli 

With the deep murmur : 
God and our charter's right. 

Freedom for ever I 
Truce with oppression, 

Never, oh f never 1 



THE HUNTERS OF MEN 

Have ye heard of our hunting, o'er monntfun and 

Through eane-brake and forest — the hunting of 

men ? ^ 

The lords of our land to this hunting have gone. 
As the fox-hunter follows the sound of the hoi'u ; 
Hark! — the cheer and the hallo! — the crack of the 

And the yell of the hotmd as he fastens his grip ! 
All blithe are our hunters, and noble their matdi— 
Though hujidreds are caught, there are milliouB t« 

So speed to their hunting, o'er mount^n and glen, 
Through cane-brake and forest — the bunting of 

Gay luck to our hi^nters !-— bow nobly they ride 
tn the glow of their zeal, and the strength of theil 
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THE irONTEB3 OF MEN- IB' 

The jiriest -with his cassock flung back on the 

Just acreeiiiag the politic statesman heliind — 
The eidnt and the sinner, with enran" and prayer— 
The (li-unk and Iho sober, ride meiTily there. 
And woman— kind woman — wife, widow, and maid, 
For the good of Ae hunted, is lending her ^d : 
Her foot s in the atirrup, her haJid on the rein. 
How blithely she rides to the hunting of men 1 



Priest, warrior, and statesman, from Geor^a to 

Maine, 
All mounting the saddle— all grasping the rem— 
lUght merrily hunting the biaek man, whose an 
la the curl of his hair and the hue of his skin I 
Woe, now, to the hunted who turns him at bay I 
Will our hunters be turned from their purpose and 

Will their hearts fail within them ? — their nerres 

trcjnble, when 
All roughly they ride to the hunting of men ? 



The horn is wound faintly — the echoes are still. 
Over cane-brake and river, and forest and hUl. 
Haste — ahus for our hunters ! the hunted once more 
Have turned from their flight vrith their backs to 

the shore ; 
What right have Ihey here in the home of the white, 
Shadowed o'er by our banner of Freedom and 

Right ? 
Hoi — alma for the hunters I or never a^aia 
Will they ride in their pomp to the hunting 0» 



«jhy Google 



138 V0JCK8 or 

Alms— ALMS for our hunfers I why rmlt ye delay, 
When their pridi; ami their glory are meltingaway ? 
The parsOD haa turned ; fur, on charge of his own, 
Who goeth a warfare, or hunting, alone ? 
The politic statesman looki back with a sigh — 
There is doubt in his heart — there is fear in his eye. 
Oh I haste, lest that doubting and tear shall prertul, 
And the head of his ateod tSte the jilace of the tail- 
Oh I haste, ere he leave as ! for who will ride then, 
For pleasure or gain, to the hunting of men ? 



CLERICAL 0PPEESS0E8. 






1833^ubLished I 
o the impres^ra 



Just God ! — and these are they 
Who minister at thine altar, God of Right 1 
Men who their handt with prayer andTjIesang lav 

On Israel's Ark of light 1 

What ! preach and kidnap men ? 
Gire thanks — and rob thy own atflioled poor ? 
Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then 

Bolt hard the capbve's door? 

What! servants of (fay own 
Merciful Son, who came to seek and save 
The homoleSiS and the outcast, — fettering down 

The tasked and plundered slaver 

Pilate and Herod, friends ! 
Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combinel 
Jnat God and holy ! is that church, which lenda 

Strength to the spoiler, thine? 
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CLERICAL OPFRB3aOB9. 1S9 

Paid hypocrites, who turn 
Judgment aside, and rob the Holy Eook 
Of uiose high words of Irutli which seareh anJ bum 

In warning and rebuke; 

Feed fat, ye loousta, feed ! 
And, in your tasselled pulpits, thank the Lord 
Hiat, from the toiUng Doiidman's utter need, 

Ye pile your own full board. 

How long, O Lord ! how long 
Bhall snch a priesthood barter truth away, 
And, in thy name, for robbery and wrong 

At thy own altars pray ? 

Is not thy hand atretehed forth 
Visibly in the heavens, to awe and emite ? 
Shall not the living God of all tie earth, 

And heaven above, do right V 

Woe, then, to all who grind 
Their brethren of a common Father down 1 
To all who plunder from the immortal mind 

Its bright and glorious crown I 

Woe to the priesthood ! woe 
To those whose hire is with the price of blood — 
Perverting, darkening, changlng^as they gOj 

The searching truths of God I 

Their glory and their mii;ht 
Bhall perish ; and their very names shall be 
Vile fefore all the people, in the light 

Of a world's liberty. 

Oh ! speed the moment on 
When Wrong shall cease — and Liberty, and Love, 
And Truth, and Right, throughout the earth be 
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VOICES or FREEDOM. 



THE CHRISTIAS SLAVE. 



A Chribtiak 1 going, gone I 
Who bids for God's own image ?— fbr his graoe 
Whicli that poor victim of the marltet-place 

Hath in her suffering won ? 

My God ! can such things be ? 
Haat Thou not said that whatsoe'er is done 
Unto thy weakest and thy humblest one. 

Is even done to Thee ? 

In that sad victim, then, 
Child of thy pitying love, I see Thee stand — 
Once more tlia jest-word of a mockin" band, 

Bound, sold, and scourged again I 

A Christian up for sale 1 
Wet with her blood your whips — o'ertaalc hef 

Make her life loathsome with your wrong and 



A heathen hand might deal 
Back on your he*ia the gathered wrong of years, 
But her low, broken prayer and nightJy tears. 

Ye neither heed nor feeL 

Con well thy lesson o'er, 
Thaa prudent teacher — tell the toiling slave 
No dao^rous tale of Him who came to save 

The outcast and the poor. 
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But -maely shut the ray 
Of God's free Uoapel from her eimple heart, 
And to her darkeneil mind alone impart 

One stern command — ObeyI 

So shalt thou deftly raise 
The market price of human flesh ; and while 
On thee, their pampered guest, the plantera smile, 

Thy church shall praise. 

Grave, reverend men shall tell 
Frara Northern pulpifs how thy work was hleet; 
Winie in that vile South Sodom, first and best. 

Thy poor disciples sell. 

Oh, shame I the Moslem thrall, 
Who, witli his master, to the Prophet kneels. 
While turning to the sai'.red Kebia feeb 

His fetters break and taU. 

Cheers for the tarbaned Bey 
Of rohber-pcopled Tunis ! he hath torn 
The dark slave-flungeons open, and hath boroe 

Their inmates into day : 

Bat our poor slave in vain 
Turns to the Christian shrine his aching eyea — 
hi rites will only swell his market price. 

And rivet on his chain. 

God of all right 1 how long 
Shall priestly robbers at thine altar stand, 
Lifliug in prayer to Thee, the bloody hand 

And haughty brow of wrong f 

Oh, from the fields of cane, 
SVom the low rice-swaiup, from the trader's cell — 
From the black slavi'-ship's foul and loathsome hell, 

And cofflc's weary chain, — 
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VOICES OF FREEDOM. 

Hoarse, horrible, and strong, 



STANZAS FOR THE TIMES, 

Is this the land our fathers lovcfl, 

The freedom which they toiled to mn ? 

Is this the soil whereon they moved 7 
Are these the graves they slumber in ? 

Are we the sons by whom are borne 

The maotleB which the dead have worn ? 

And shall we crouch above these pravea, 
With craven soul and fettered lip ? 

Toke in with marked and branded slaves, 
And tremble at the driver's whip? 

Bend to the earth our pliant knees, 

And speak— but as our masters please V 

Shall outraged Nature cease to feel ? 

Shalt Mercy's Mars no longer flow ? 
Shalt ruffian threats of cord and steel — 

The dungeon's gloom— the assassin's lilmr, 
Turn ba<i the spirit roused to save 
The Truth, our Country, and the Slave? 

Of human skulls that shrine was made. 
Round which the priests of Mexico 

Before their loathsome idol prayed — 
Is Freedom's altar feahioned so '' 

And must we yield to Freedom's God, 

As offering meet, the negro's blood 'I 

Shall tongues be mute, when deeds are wrougot 
Which well might shame extremest hell ? 
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STAKZiS FOE THE TIMES, us 

Shall freemen loct tbe indignant thought ? 

Shall Pity's bosom cease to swell ? 
Shall Honor bleed? — Shall Truth auceumb? 
Shall pen, and press, and soul be dumb ? 

No — by each spot of haunted ground. 

Where Freedom weeps ber ebildren's fall- 
By Plymouth's rock, and Banker's mound. — 

By Griswoid's stained and shattered wall- 
By Warren's ghost — by Langdon's shade- 
By all the memories of our dead 1 

By their enlai^ng souls, which burst 

Tbe bands and fetters round them set — 
By tbe free KIgrim spirit nursed 

By all above — around — below — 
Be ours the indignant answer — NO ! 

No — guided by our couiitiy's laws. 

For truth, and right, and suffering man, 

Be ours to strive in Freedom's cause. 
As Christians may — as freemen con .' 

Still pouring on unwillin« ears 

That truth oppression only fears. 

'WTiat I shall we guard our neighbor still. 
While woman shrieks beneath his rod. 

And while he tramples down at will 
The image of a common (iod 1 

Shall watch and ward be round him set, 

Of Northern nerve and bayonet ? 

And shall we know and share with him 
The danger and tlie growing ishaine ? 

And see our Freedom's light grow dim, 

Which should have filled thu world with flame 1 

And, writhing, feel, where'er we turn, 

A worid's reproach around us bum ? 
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tU VOrCKS OF TREEDOM. 

Is't not enough that flits ia borne ? 

Anil asks our haughty iieij:hbor more? 
Must fottisrs which his slaves have worn, 

Clank round the Yankee tanner's door ? 
Must ho be told, besiile his plough, 
What he must speak, and when, and how ? 

Must he be told Ms freedom stands 

On Slavery's dark foundations strong — 

On breaking hearte and fettered hands. 
On robbeiT, and crime, and wrong? 



m slaveiT" dr 

False — foul — profane ! Go — teach as well 
Of holy Truth from Falsehood born 1 

Of Heayen refreshed by aira from HeU ! 
Of Virtue in the arms of Vice ! 
Of Demons planting Paradise I 

Rail on, then, "brethren of the South" — 
Ye shall not hear the truth the less — 

No seal is on the Yankee's mouth. 
No fetter on the Yankee's press ! 

From our Green Mountains to the Sea, 

One voice shall thunder— we are free 1 



ll^iTTBN oa reading UieB1e:^e«i£e of OoT^mor Kitneu, of Poiutsyl 
rants. 13%. 

Thank God for the token I — one lip is still free — 
One spirit untraminellud — onbendinff one knee ! 
Like the oak of the mountain, deep-rooted and finn, 
Erect, when the multitude bends to the storm; 
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KITNBK. 14» 

When traitors to Freedom, and Honor, and God, 
Are bowed at an Idol polluted widi blood ; 
When the recreant North has fbvf;olten her trast, 
And the Up of her honor is low in the dust,— 
Thank God, that one arm from the shaokle has 

broken ! 
Tliank God, that one man, as a freeman haa 

O'er thy eraga, Alleghany, a blast has been blown ! 
Down thy tide, Susiiuebanna, the murmur has gone I 
To the land of the South — of the charter and 

W Liberty sweetened with Slavery's pain; 
Where the cant of Democracy dwells on the lips 
Of the for^rs of fetters, and wielders of whips! 
Where " chivalric " honor means really no more 
Than spour^n^ of women, and robbing the poor ! 
Where the Mdoch of Slavery sitteth on high. 
And the words which he utters are — Wobship, OE 

t>IEl 

Ki^ht onward, oh, speed it I Wherever the blood 
Oithe wi-onged and the guiltless is crjing to God ; 
Wherever a slave in his letters is pining; 
Wherever the lash of the driver is twining ; 
Wherever from kindred, torn rudelv apart, 
Comes the sorrowlul wail of the broken of heart; 
Wherever the shackles of tyranny bind. 
In silence and darkness, the God-given mind ; 
Ibeie, God speed it onward ! — its truth mil be 

felt- 
He bonds shall be loosened — the iron shall melt I 

And oh, will the land where tlie free sonl of Pesm 
SlJIl lingers and breathes over mountain and glen- 
Will the land where a Beseket'8 spirit went forth 
To the peeled, and the meted, and outcast rf 
Earth— 
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Where the words of the Cliarter of Liberty firat 
From the soul of the sage and the patriot burst — 
Where first lor the wroiijreii and the weak of theil 

The Chi-istian an..! statesman their eH'orls (^ooi- 

Will that land of the free and the good wear a 

cliain ? 
Will tfca c\\\ to the rescue of Freedom h« v^n ? 

No, RiTNE^: ! — her "Friends," at thy warning ehill 

Erect for the truth, like their ancestral hand ; 
Fot^etting the feuds and the strife of past time. 
Counting coldness injiastiee, and silence a crime; 
Turning back from the cavil of creeds, to unite 
Once again for the poor in defence of the Ri"hti 
Breasting calmly, but firmly, the full tide of \\ rong, 
Overwhelmed, but not borne on its surges along ; 
Unappallecl by the danger, tl e shame and the psio, 
And counting each trial for iVuth as their gain ! 

And that bold-hearted yeoc anry, honest and true, 
Who, haters of fraud, give ,o labor its due ; 
Whose fathers, of old, sang in concert with thine, 
On the banks of Swetara, the songs of the Rhine — 
The German-born pilgrims, who first dared tohi-ave 
The acorn of the prou^ in the cause of the slave : — 
Will the BOOB of such men yield the lords of the 

South 
One brow for the brand — for the padlock one 

mouth ? 
They cater to tyrants ?— They rivet the chain. 
Which their fathers smote ofl', on the negro again? 



When the roa: 

Wherever the foot of the freeman hath pressed 
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From tte Delaware's maj^e to the Late of tlie 

West, 
On the South-going breezes shall deepen and grow 
Till the land it sweeps over shall ttemble below I 
The vraee of a people — uprisen — awake — 
Penns^lvania'a waWhword, with Freedom at stake, 
Thrilling ap from each valley, flung down from 

each height, 
" Our Coi;ntry and Libeety ! — God for tub 

Eight I " 



THE PASTORAL LETTER. 

So, thia is all — the utmost reach 

Of priestly power the mind to fetter ! 
When laymen Ibink— when women preach — 

A war of words — a " Pastoral Letter I " 
Now, shame upon ye, parish Popes 1 

Was it {has with those, your predecessors, 
Who sealed with racks, and fire, and ropes 

Their loving kindness to transgressors ? 

A " Pastoral Letter," grave and dull — 

A!a5 ! in hoof and horns and features, 
How different is your Brookfield bull, 

From Mm who bellows from St Peter's ! 
Xour pastoral rights and powers from harm, 

Think ye, can words alone preserve them V 
Tour wiser fathers taught the arm 

And sword of temporal power to serve thom 

Oh^lorious days — when church and state 
^(^re wedded by your spiritual fathers 1 

And on submissive shoulders sat 
Your Wileonii and your Cotton Mathera. 
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No vile " itinerant " ftieo could roar 
The beauty of your tranquil Zion, 

But at his puril of the soar 

Of hangman's whip and hrauding-iron. 

Theo, wholesome laws relieved the church ' 

Of heretie and mischief-maker, 
And priest and bailiff joined in searcb, 

By tuma, of Papist, wiluh, and Quaker I 
Tbfi stocks were at each ohuret's door, 

The gallows stood on Boston Common, 
A Papist's ears the pillory bore, — 

The gallows-rope, a Quaker woman I 

Tour fathers dealt not as ye deal 

With " non-professing " franlJc teachers ; 
They bored the tongue with red-hot steel, 

And flayed the Lacks of " female preacheiB," 
Old Newbury, bad her fialda a tongue, 

And Salem's streets could tell their el«rT, 
Of fainting woman draped alonjj, 

Gashed oy the whip, aceursed and gory ! 

And will ye ask me, why this taunt 

Of memories aacred from the soorner ? 
And why with reckless hand I plant 

A nettle on the graves ye honor ? 
Not to reproach New England's dead 

This record from the past I summon, 
Of manhood to the scafiold led. 

And suffering and heroic wonaan. 

No— for yourselves alone, I turn 

The pages of intolerance over. 
That, in their spirit, dark and stem. 

Ye haply may your own discover! 
For, if ye claim the " pastoral right " 

To silence Freedom's volte ofwaming, 
And from your prceincta shut the light 

Of Freedom's day around ye dawning; 
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If when fin eai-tliquake voice of power, 

And sicna in earth and heaven are ehowinj); 



Tliat, forth, in its appointed hour, 

The Spirit of the Lord is goincl 
And, with that Spirit, Freedom'iligbt 



_ieople 
Whose slumbering millions, at the sight. 
In glory and in strength are waking 1 

When for the sighing of the poor. 

And for the needy, God hath risen. 
And chidns are hreakinn, and a door 

la opening for the soula in prison ! 
If then ye would, with puny hands. 

Arrest the very work of Heaven, 
And bind anew the evil bands 

Which God's right arm of power hath i 

What marvel that, in many a 

Those darker deeds of bigo 
Are closely with your own combined, 

Yet " less in anger than in sadness 1 " 
What marvel, if the people learn 

To claim the right of free opinion ? 
What marvel, if at limes they spurn 

The ancient yoke of your dominion 7 

A riorious remnant linger yet, 

Whose lips are wet at Freedom's fbunt^M, 
The coming of whtrae welcome feet 

Is beautiiiil upon our mountains ' 
Men, who the gospel tidings bring 

Of Liberty and T^ve for ever. 
Whose joy is an abiding spring. 

Whose peace is as a gentle river 1 

But ye, who scorn the thrilling tale 
Of Carolina's high-soule<l daughters. 

Which echoes here the mournful wail 
Of sorrow from Edisto'a waters. 
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Close while ^e may the public oar — 

With malice vex, with slander wound them— 

The pure and good shall throng to hear, 
And tried and maalj hearts surround tliem. 

Oh, ever may the power which led 

Their way to such a fiery trial. 
And strengthened womanhood to tread 

The wine-press of such self-deuial, 
Be round them in an evil land, 

With wisdom and with strength from Ilearcn. 
With Miriam's voice, and Judith's hand, 

And Deborah's song for triumph given I 

And what are ye who strive with God, 

Against the ark of his salvation. 
Moved by the breath of prayer abroad, 

With blesangs for a dying nation ? 
What, but the stubble and the hay 

To perish, even as flas consuming. 
With all that bant his glorious way. 

Before the brightness of his coming' 

And thou sad Angel, who so Ion" 

Hast waited for the glorious toien. 
That Earth from all her bonds of wrong 

To liberty an<l light has broken— 
AmsI of FreedomT soon to thee 

The soimdin" trumpet shall be given. 
And over Earth's full jubilee 

Shall deeper joy be felt in Ueavea ! 
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irmrtM Ibemeetingof the Anti-Slan-rr Sociei 
net Chapel, N. Y., heli do the *th of lie Jth 

O Thou, whose presence went before 
Our fathers in their weary way. 

As widi thy chosen moved of yore 
The fire by night — the cloud by day I 

When from each temple of the free, 
A nation's song ascends to Heaven, 

Most Holy Father! unto thee 

May not our humble prayer be given ? 



« varied in thine own good will — 
With thy own hol^ breathings warm. 
And fashioned in thine image still. 

We thank thee, Father I — hill and plain 
Aronnd u3 wave their fruits once more, 

And clustered vine, and blossomed grain, 
Are bending round each cottage door. 



And unto Thee 



But oh, for tba^e this day can bring, 
As unto us, no joyful thrill — 

For those who, under Freedom's wing. 
Are bound in Slavery's fetters still : 

For those to whom thy living word 
Of light and love is never given— 

For those whose ears have never heard 
The promise and the hope of Heaven J 
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For biDken iicart, and clouded mind, 
Wliereon no tiunian menies fall — 

Oh, be thy gracious love inclined, 
Who, as a Father, pltieat all ! 

And grant, O Father ! that the time 
Of Eaith's deliveraiiee may be near. 

When every laiul, and tongue, and clime, 
The message of thy love ahall hear — 

When, smitten as with fire from heaven, 
The captive's chain shall sink iu dust, 



HOLT Father !— Jvi»t and true 

Are all thy works and words and ways, 
And unto Thee alone are due 

Thank^ving and eternal praise 1 
As children of thy gracious care, 

We veil the eye — we bend the knee, 
With broken wor<is of praise and prayer, 

Father and God, we come to thee. 

For thou hast heard, God of Biglit, 

The sighing of the island slave; 
And stretched for bim the arm of might, 

Not shortened lliat it could not save. 
The laborer sits beneath his vine, 

The shackled soul and hand are free — 
Thauksgivinn ! — for the work is thine I 

Praise 1 — Sir the blesdng is of Thee 1 
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And oh, wd feel thy presence here— 

Thy awful ami in judgment bare I 
Thine ej-o hath seen (he hoiidmaD's tear — 

Thine ear hath heanl the bondman's prayer 
Praise I— for the pHde of man is low, 

The counsels of the wise are nought, 
The Ibuntains of repentaitee How ; 

What hath our God in mercy wrought t 

Speed on thy work, Lord God of Hoata 1 

And when the hondmau'a chain is livun. 
And swells from all our guilty coasts 

The anthem of the free to IleaTcn, 
Oh, not to those whom Thou hast led, 

As with thy cloud and fire before. 
But unto Thee, in fear and dread, 

Be praise and glory ever more. 



A PEW brief years have passed away 

Since Britain drove her million slaves 
Beneath th<^ tropic's fiery ray : 
God willed their freedom; and to-day 
Life blooms above those island graves! 

He spoke I across the Carib sea. 

We heard the clanh of breaking chains, 
And felt the heart-throb of the free, 
The first, strong pulse of libiirty 

Which thrilled along the bondman's vei 

Though long delayed, and far, and slow, 
The Briton's b'iumph shall be ours ■ 



«jhy Google 



1 VOICES OF PKEEDOM. 

Wears slavery here a prouder brow 
Thau thtit which twplvo short years ago 
Scowled darkly from her island hoivors? 



The Saxon strength — the n 
The tireless energy of will, — 
The power to do, the pride to dare. 

What she has done can we not do ? 

Our hour and men are both at hand ; 
The blast which Freedom's angel blew 
O'er her green islands, echoes through 

Each valley of oar forest land. 

Hear it, old Europe ! we have sworn 

The death of Blavery.— When it falls 
Look to your vassals in their turn, 
Youp poor dumb millions, crushed and worn, 
Tour prisoDS and your palace walls I 

Oh kingly mockers ! — scoffing ehow 

What deeds in Freedom's name we do; 
Yet know that every tannt ye throw 
Across the waters, goads our slow 

Prc^ression towards the right and true. 

Not always shall your outraged poor, 

Appalled hy democratic crime, 
Giind as tlieir fathers ground before,-- 
The hour w!iich sees our prison door 

Swing wide shall be tiieir tiiumph time. 

On then, my brothers I everj' blow 

Te deal is felt the wide earth through; 
Whatever here uplifts the low 
Or humbles Freedoni's hateful foe. 

Blesses the Old World throng the New, 
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Take heart! The promised hour draws near— 

I hear the downward beat of nines, 
And Freedom's trumpet souudiug clear: 
" Joy tiO ihe peoplu ! — woe and fear 

To new world tyrants, old world kings 1 " 



THE FAREWELL 



Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
Where the slaye-whip ceaseless swings, 
Where the noisome insect stings. 
Where the fever demon strews 
Poison with the falling dews, 
"Where the sickly sunbeams glare 
Through the hot and misty air, — 
Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swainp dan^ and lone. 
From Vir^nia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters ! . 

Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
There no mother's eye is near them, 
There no mother's ear can hear them; 
Neyer, when the torturing lash 
Seams their batk with many a gash, 
Shall a mother's kindness bless them. 
Or a mother's arms caress them. 
Gone, gone— sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Virginia's lulls and waters — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 
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Gone, gone— sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp danl and lone. 
Oil, when weary, sad, and slow, 
From the fields at night tlioy go, 
Faint with toil, and racked with pain. 
To their cheerless homes ^ain — 
There no brother's voice shall greet theift- 
There no father's welcome meet them. 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Vit^inia's hills and waters — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters I 

Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rice-swamp dank and looe, 
From the tree whose shadow lay 
On their childhood's place of play — 
From the cool spring where they drank — 
Rock, and hill, and rivulet bank — 
From the solemn house of prayer, 
And the holy uounseU there — 
Gone, gone — sohi and gone. 
To ihe rice-swamp dank and lone, 
From Virginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, my stolen daughtei^ I 

Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swaoip dant and lone- 
Toiling through the weary day, 
And at night the spoiler's prey. 
Oh, that they had earlier die^ 
Sleeping calmly, side by side. 
Where the tyrant's power is o'er, 
And the fetter galls no more ! 
Gone, gone — sold and gone. 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone, 
Prom Virginia's hills and waters,— 
Woe is me, my stolen daughters ! 
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Gone, gone— sold and "one, 
To the rice-swamp dank and lone. 
By the holy love lie beareth — 
By the bruised reed He spareth — 
Ob, may He, to whom alone 
All their cruel wrongs are known. 
Still their hope and refuse prove, 
With a more than a mother's love. 
Gone, gone — sold and gone, 
To the rii;e-Ejwamp dani and lono, 
From Virginia's hills and waters, — 
Woe is me, oiy stolen daughters I 



THE MORAL WAEFAEE. 

When Freedom, on her natal day. 

Within her war-rocked cradle lay, 

An iron race around her stood, 

Baptized her infant brow in blood ; 

And, through the stonn which round her swept, 

Th«r constant ward and watching kept. 

Then, where our quiet herds repose, 
The roar of baleful battle rose. 
And brethren of a eonunon tongue 
To mortal strife as tigers sprung, 
And every gift on Freedom's shrine 
Was man for beast, and blood for wine I 

Our fathers to their graves have gone ; 
Their strife ia past — their triumph won ; 
But sterner trijds wait the race 
Which rises in their honoreil place — 
A moral warfare with the crime 
And tbUy of an evil time. 
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So let it be. Tn God's own mi-ht 

We gird us for the tomJug fi^lit, 

And, strong iu Him whoso cause is ours 

In confliot with unliol}' powers, 

We "rasp the weapons He has pven, — 

The Light, and Truth, and Love of Heaven ' 

THE WOELD'S CONVENTION 

^8, let them gather ! — Summon forth 
The pledged philanthropy of Earth, 
From everj- land, whose hilb have heard 

The bugle blast of Freedom wakiuf ; 
Or shrieking of her synihol-bird ° 

From out his cloudy eyrie breaking; 
Where Justice hath one worshipper, ° 
Or truth one altar built to her; 
Where'er a human eye is weeping 

<>'er wrongs which Earth's sad ohildren know- 
Where'er a single heart is keeping 

Its prayerful watch with human woe : 
Thence let them come, and greet each other, 
And know in each, a friend and brother I 

Tea, let them come I from each green vale 

Where England's old baroniaf halls 

Still bear upon their storied walls 
The grim crusader's rusted mail, 
Badered by Paynim spear and brand 
On Slalta's roi'k or Syria's sand ! 
And moulderinn pennon-staves once set 

Within the soifof Palestine, 
By Jordan and Genessaret ; 

Or, borne with Enf;land's battle line, 
O'er Acre's shattered turrets stooping, 
Or, 'midat the camp their banners drooping, 
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With d«w3 from hallowed ncrmon wet, 
A holier summoiis now is given 

Than tliat pi'a}' hermit's voii?e of old, 
WTiich unto all the winds of heaven 

The banners of the Cross unrolled I 
Not for the lon^ deserted simne, — 

Not for the dull unconscious sod. 
Which tells not by one lincerine sira 

That there the hope of laraertrM ; — 
But for that thuth, for which alone 

In pilmim eyes are sanctified 
The gai^en moss, the mountain stone. 
Whereon Ms holy sandals pressed — 
The fountiun which his lip hath blessed — 
Whale'er hath touched his garment's hem 
At Bethany or Bethlehem, 

Or Jordan's river side. 
For Freedom, in the name of Him 

^Vho eame to raise Earth's draoping poor. 
To break the chain from every limb — 
The bolt Irani every prison door ! 
For these, o'er all the earth hath passed 
r-deepeuing trumpet blast, 
'■ ' ■' ■ client 



And WaleSvfrom Snowden's 
Shall startle at tliat thrilling call, 

As if she heard her bards again ; 
And Erin's " harp on Tara's wall " 

Give out its aneiedt striun, 
Mirthful and sweet, yet sad withal — 

The melody which Erin loves, 
When o'er that harp, mid bursts of gladnea 
And slogan cries and Ivke-wake sadness. 

The liand of her .O'Oonnell moves 1 
Scotland, from lake and tam and rill. 
And mountain hold, and heathery hill, 

Shall catch and echo back the note. 
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As if she heard upon her air 

Once more her Cameronian's prayer 

And sor n of Frei;dom lloat. 
And cheenng echoes shall reply 
From each remote dependency, 
Where BritEun's mighty sway ia known, 
In tropic sea or frozen zone ; 
Where'er her sunset flag is furling, 
Or morning gun-fire'a nnoke is curling ; 
From Indian Bengal's jrroves of palm 
And rosy fields and gales of balm. 
Where Eastern pomp and power are rolled 
Through regal Ava's gates of gold ; 
Anil from the lakes and ancient woods 
Anil dim Canadian solitudes, 
Whence, sternly from her roeky throne. 
Queen of the North, Quebec looks doivn ; 
And from those bright and ransomed Mes 
Where all unwonted Freedom smiles, 
And the dark laborer still retains 
The scar of slavery's broken chains I 

From the hoar Alps, which sentinel 

The gateways of the land of Tell, 

Where morning's keen and earliest glance 

On Jura's rocky wall is thrown, 
And from the olive bowers of France 

And vine groves garlanding the Rhone,— 
" Friends of the Blacks," aa true and tried 
As those who stood by Oge's ade. 
And heard the Haytien's tale of wrong, 
Shall gather at that summons strong— 
Broglie, Fassy, and him whose song 
Breathed over Syria's holv sod, 
And in the paths which Jesus trod. 
And murmured midst the hills widch hen 
Crownless and sad Jerusalem, 
Hath echoes wheresoe'er the tone 
Of Israel's prophet-lyre is known. 
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Still let them coihr— from Qiiito'a walls, 

And from the Oronoco's tide, 
From Lima's Inca-haunteU Lalls, 
Prom Satila Fe <tiiU Yucatan, — 

Men who by swart Guerrero's dde 
Procldmed the deathless rights of matt. 

Broke everj^ bond and fetter off, 

And hailed in eyery sable serf 
A free and brother Mexican 1 
Chiefs who across the Andes' chain 

Hare followed Freedom's flowing pennon, 
And seen on Junin's fearful plain, 
Glare o'er the broken ranks of Spain, 

The fire-burat of Bolivar's cannon ! 
And Hayti, from her mountain land, 

Shall send the sons of those who hurled 
Defiance from her blazing strand — 
The war-^age from her Fetion's hand, 

Alone against a hostile world. 

Nor all unmindflil, thou, the while, 
Land of the dark and myatie Nile I 

Thy Moslem mercy yet may shame 

All tjTanta of a Chnstian name- 
When in the shade of Gezeh's pile, 
Or, where from Abyssinian hilfe 
EI Gerek's upper fountain fills, 
Or where from mountains of the Moon 
El Abiad bears his watery boon. 
Where'er thy lotus blossoms swim 

Within their ancient hallowed waters— 
Where'er is heard the Coplic hymn, 

Or song of Nubia's sable daughters, — 
The curse of slavery and the crime, 
Thy bequest from remotest time, 
At thy dark Mehemet's decree 
For evermore shall pass from thee ; 

And chains forsake each captive's limb 
Of all those tribes, whose hills around 
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In mingled tonus of awe and acorn, 
The echoes of a world have borne, 
My country I glorious at thy birth, 
A day-Btar llaSuiig briahtly forth — 

The heralil-sigu of Freedom's dawn 1 
Oh I who could dream that sair thee then, 

And watohed thy riainj' from afar, 
Tliat vapors from oppreasion's fen 

Would cloud the upward tending star ? 
Or, that earth's tyrant powers, whloh heard, 

Awe-struck, the shout which h^lcd thy dawning 
Would rise so soon, prince, peer, and king. 
To mock thee with tneir welcoming. 
Like Hades when her thrones were stirred 

To greet the down-cast Star of Morning ' 
"Aha f and art Ihou fallen thus ? 
Art xaoD become as one of its ? " 

Land of my fathers! — there will stand. 
Amidst that world-aasembled band. 
Those owning thy maternal claim 
Unweakened by thy crime and shame, — 
The sad reprovois of thy ^¥ronff — 
The children thou hast spurned so long. 
Still with affection's fondest yearning 
To their unnatural mother turning. 
No trwtors they I — but tried and leal. 
Whose own is out thy general weal. 
Still blending with the patriot's zeal 
The Christian's love for human kindt 
To caste and climate un confined. 
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For vengeance on an erring brother | 
But in tlieir slead the God-like plan 
To teach the brottmrhood of man 

To love and reverence one another, 
As sharers of a common blood — 
rhe children of a eominon Gkid I — 
fet, even at its lightest word, 
Shall Slavery's darkest depths be stirred; 
Spain watching from her Moro's keep 
"ir elave-shipa traversing the deep, 



And Rio, in her strength and pride. 
Lifting, along her mountain side. 
Her snowy battlements and towers — 
Her lemon groves and tropie bowers, 
With bitter hate and sullen fear 
Its freedom-giving voice shall hear ; 
And where my country's flag is flowing. 
On breezes from Mount Vernon blomng 

Above the Nation's council balls, 
Where Freedom's praise is loud and long, 

While, close beneath the outward walS 
The driver plies bis reeking thong — 

The hammer of the man-thief tails, 
O'er hj,-pocritic cheek and brow 
The crimson flush of shame shall glow ; 
And all who for their native land 
Are pledging life and heart and hand — 
Worn watchers o'er her chanmng weal. 
Who for her tarnished honor feel- 
Through cottage-door and council-hall 
Shall thunder an awakening call. 
The pen along its page shall bum 
With all intolerable scorn— 
An eloquent rebuke shall m 
On all me winds that Southward blow 
From priestly lips, now sealed and dumb, 
Warnmg and dread appeal shall come. 
Like those which Irael heard from him, 
The Prophet of the Cherubim — 
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Or those which sad Eaaias hurled 
AgMust a sin-actursed world ! 
Its wizard-leaves the Press shall ffing 
Unceasing from its iron wing, 
With eharaclers inscribed thereon, 

As fearful in the despot's hall 
Ab to the pomp of Babylon 

The fire-sign on the palace wall ! 
And, from her dark iniijuities, 
Muthinka I see my country rise : 
Not challenging the nations round 
To note her tai-dy justice done — 
Her captivea from their chains unbonnclt 

Her prisons opening to the sun : — 
But tearfully her arms extending 
Over the poor and unoffending ; 

Her nigal emblem now no longer 
A bird ofpre^, with talons reeking, 
Above the dying captive shriekii^, 
But, spreading out her ample wing — 
A broad, impartial covering — 

The weaker sheltered by the stronger i— 
Oh 1 then to Faith's anoinled eyea 

The promised token shall be ^ven ; 
And on a nation's sacrifice, 

Atoning for the an of years, 
And wet with penitential ter " 
The fire 



NEW HAMPSHIRE. 

1845. 

God bleas New Hampshire I — from her graiuK 

Once more the voice of Stark and Langdon speaks. 
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The lotift bound Taasal of tlie exulting South 

For very shame her self-foiled chain has broken — 
Tom the black seal of slavery fi'om her mouth, 

And in tlto clear tones of licr olil time spoken I 
Oh, all uudreiuned of, all unhopeil for changes I — 

The tyrant's ally proves his sternest foe ; 
To all hiB biddings, from her mountain rangea, 

New Ilnmpshire thunders an indignant No 1 
ft ho is it now despairs ? Oh, faint of heart, 

Look upward to those Northern momitainB cold, 

Flouted by Freedom's vicWH^flag unrolled, 
And gather strenrth to bear a manlier pai-t ! 
All is not lost. The angel of God's blessing 

Encamps with Freedom on the field of fight ; 
"'■" ' ' ' ■■ ' 'ay, are pressing, 

g for the right I 
1, Northern hearts 1 — Be firm, be true ! 
3 brave State hath done, can ye \ot also 



THE NEW YEAR: 



The wave is breaking on the shore — 
The echo fading from the fhime — 

Again the shadow moveth o'er 
The dial-plate of time I 

Oh, seer-seen Angel ! waiting now 
With weary feet on sea and shore, 

Impatient lor the last dread vow 
That time shall be no more I 

Once more across thy sleepless eye 
The semblance of a sniile has passed; 

The year departing leaves more nigh 
Time's fejuliilJest and last. 
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OhI in that <iying year liatli been 

The sum of aU siote time besan— 
The birth and death, :he joy and pain, 

Of Nature and of Man- 
Spring, with her change of sun and shower, 

And streams released from winter's ehjun, 
And bursting bud, and opening flower, 

And greenly growing grain ; 

And Summer's shads, and sunshine warm, 
And rwnbows o'er lier hill-lops bowed, 

And voices in her rising storm— 
God speaking from his oloud 1 — 

And Antiunn's fmita and clnsterins sheaves, 
And sofl:, warm days of golden hght, 

The glory of ber forest leaves. 
And harvestrmoon at night ; 

And winter with her leafless grove. 

And prisoned stream, and drifling snow, 



And man — in whom an angel's mind 
With earth's low instincts finds abode — 

The highest of the links which bind 
Brute nature to her God ; 

Hin infant eye hatb seen the light. 

His childhood's merriest laughter rung, 

And active sports to manlier might 
The nerves of boyhood strung 1 

And qniet love, and passion's fires. 

Have soothed or burned in manhood's breaa^ 
And lofty lums and low desires 

By turns disturbed his rest- 
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The wailing of the newly-born 

Haa mingled with the luneral knell; 

And o'er the Jyiiig's ear lias gone 
The merry marriage-bell. 

And Wealth has filled his halls with mirth, 
IVhile Want, in many a humble shed, 

Toiled, Bhivering by her ebeerless hearth, 
The live-long night for bread. 

And worse than all— the human slave — 
The sport of lust, and ptidu, and scorn I 

Plueked oft'tlie crown his Maker gave — 
Hin regal manhood gone I 



And atill, where'er to sun and breeze, 
My countrj-, is thy flag unrolled, 

With scorn, Uie gazing stranger sees 
A stain on every fold. 

Oh, tear the goi^ous emblem down 
It gathers seorn from every eye. 

And despots smile, and good men frown, 
T^Tiene'er it passes by. 

Shame 1 sliame '. its atarry splendors glow 

Aboie the slaver's loathsome jail- 
Its folds are ruffling even now 
Uis crimson flag of sale. 

Still round our country's proudest hall 
The trade in human flesh is driven, 

And at eaiih careless hammer-fall 
A human heart is riven. 
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AaS this, too, sanntioncd by the men, 
Vested with poivur to shiijld the right. 

And throw eauh vile and rohber den 
Wide open to the light. 

Yet shame upon them I — there they sit. 
Men of the North, subdued aud still ; 

Meek, pliant poltroons, only fit 
To work B, master's wilL 

Sold-— bai^ned off for Southern I'otea — 
A passive herd of Northern mules, 

Just braying through their purehased throati 
Whate'er their owner rufes. 

And lie '^ — the basest of the base — 
The vilest of the vile — whose name. 

Embalmed in infinite disgrace, 
Is deathless in its shame ! — 

A tool— to bolt the people's door 

Against the people clamoring there, — 

An aes — to trample on their floor 
A people's right of prayer 1 

Nailed to his self-made gibbet fast, 
Self-pilloried to the public view — 

A mark for every passing blast 
Of scorn to whistle through; 

There let him hang, and hear the boast 
Of Southrons o'er their pliant toot— 

A St. Stylites on his post, 
" Sacred to ridicule I " 

Loot we at home ! — our noble hall, 
To Freedom's holy purpose ^ven. 

Now rears its black and ruined wall, 
Beneath the wintry heaven — 
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TelHng the story of its doom — 

The fiendish mob — this prostrate law — 
The fierj- jet through midnii,'ht's gloom, 

Our gazing thousauds saw. 

Look to our State — the poor man's right 
Torn from him : — and the sons of thoso 

T\Tioae blood in Freedom's sternest fight 
Sprinkled the Jei«ey snows, 



And those whom God created a 
Toil ou as bi'utes in peace. 

Yet o'er the blackness of the storm, 
A bow of promise hends ou hiyh, 

And gleams of sunshine, soft and warm, 
Break through our clouded sky. 

East, West, and North, the shout is heard, 
Of freemen rising for the right : 

Each valley hath its rallying word — 
Each bin its signal light. 

O'er Massachusetts' rocks of grey, 

The strengthening light of freedom sbinesi 

Rhode Mand's Narragansett Bay — 
And Vermont's snow-hung pinea ! 

From Hudson's frowning palisades 

To AUeghan/s laurelled crest. 
O'er lakes and prairies, streams and glades. 

It shines upon the West. 

Bpeed on the light to those who dwell 
In Slavery's land of woe and sin. 

And through the blackness of that hell, 
Let Heaven's own light break in. 
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So shall the Sonthem coiiEcience quake, 
Before that light poured full and strong, 

So shall the Southern heart awake 
To all the bondniaii'a wrong. 

And from that rich and eunnj' land 
The song of grateful millions rise, 

Like that of Isi'ael's ransomed band 
Beneath Arabia's skies : 

And all who now are hound beneath 
Our banner's shade — our eagle's wing, 

From Slavery's night of moral death 
To light and life shall spring. 

Brake n the bondman's chain — and gone 
The master's guilt, and hate, and fear, 

And unto both alike shall dawn, 
A New and Happy Year. 



MASSACHUSETTS TO VHIGIMA. 

[Wrrteh on leaiUDg tn SFFOunC of the proceedings of tbs elti- 
nns of Mortiilfe, Va., In roferenee to Oeohoe LixniEa, ths all*(M 

IrDhH.blj b« atitilliT to tliat of Che aeiEro Souilb^et !□ Emrland, In 
772.] 

Tbr blast from Fi"eedom's Northern hills, upon its 

Southern way, 
Bears greeting to Virginia from Massachusetts 

Bay: — 
No word of haughty challenging, nor battle bugle'i 

Nor steady tread of marching files, nor clang of 
horsemen's steel. 
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No trains of deep-moutlied cannon along our high- 
ways go— 
Around our silent arsenals untrodden liea the 

ind to the land breeze of our ports, apon tidr 

errands far, 
A thousand sails of commerce swell, but none are 

spread for mar. 

We hear thy threats, Vir^nia 1 thy stormy words 

and high, 
Swell harshly on the Southern winds which melt 

along our sky ; 
Yet, not one brown, hard hand foj^oes its honest 

labor here — 
No hewer of our mountain oaks suspends his ax8 

Wild are the waves which lash the reefs along St 

Geoj^e's bank — 
Cold on the shore of Labrador the fog lies white 

aiid dank ; 
Through storm, and wave, and blinding mist, stout 

arc the hearts which man 
The fishing-smacks of Marblehead, the sea-boalB of 

Cape Ann. 

The cold north light and wintry sun glare on thdr 

icy fonos, 
Bent giimly o'er their straining lines or wrestling 

with the storms ; 
Free aa the winds they drive before, rough aa the 

Hey laugh to scorn the slaver's threat agiunat thdr 
rocky home. 

What means the Old Dominion ? Hath she forgot 

the day 
When o'er her conquered valleys swept theBriton'i 

steel array ? 
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How side by side, with sona of hers, the Maasachu- 



i'orgcta she how the Bar State, in answer to the 

call 
Of Ler old House of Burgesses, spoke out from 

Faneuil HaU ? 
Whin, echoin" bai:k her Henry's cry, came pulsing 

on eat'h breath 
Of Northern irinds, the thrilling sounds of 

" Lihebty or Death 1 " 

What asks the Old Dominion ? If now her son» 

have proved 
False to their fathers' memory— false to the iajth 

they loved, 
If she can scoff at Freedom, and ila great charier 

spum. 
Must we of Massachusetts from truth and duty 

We hunt your bondmen, flying from Slavery's hate- 
ful hell- 
Oar voices, at your bidding, take np the blood- 
hound's yell — 
We gather, at your summons, above our fathers' 



Thank God I not yet so vilely can llassachusetla 

The spirit of her early time is with her even now j 
JJream not because her Pilgrim blood moves slow, 

and calm, and cool. 
She thus tan stoop her thainless neck, a sister** 

slave aiid tool I 
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AH that a sister State should do, aU that a fret 

State may, 
Heart, hand, and purse we proffer, as in our carlj 

But that one dark loathsome hurden ye must 

staler with alone. 
And reap the hitter harvest which ye yourselves 

Hold, wtiile ye may, your stmgglmg slaves, and 
burden God's free air 

With woman's shriek beneath the lash, and man- 
hood's wild despiur; 

Cling closer to the " oleaving curse " that writ«B 
njjon your plains 

The blasting of Almighty wrath against a land of 
chains. 

Still shame your gallant ancestry, the cataliera of 

old. 
By watching round the shambles where human 

flesh 15 sold — 
Gloat o'er the new-hom child, and count his market 

value, when 
The maddened mother's cry of woe shall pierce the 

slaver's den 1 

Ijower than plummet soundeth, ^nk the Vit^inian 

Plant, if ye will, your fathers' graves vrith rankest 

weeds of shame ; 
Be, if ye will, the scandal of God's fair universe — 
We wash our hands forever, of your sin, and 
, shame, and curse. 

A voice from lips whereon the coal from Freedom's 

shrine hath been, 
Tbrlled, as hut yesterday, the hearts of Berksbire'i 

mountiun men: 
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The echoes of tiat solemn voice arn sadly litigerina 

In all our sunny valleys, on every mnd-swept hill. 

And when the prowling man-thief came hunting 

for his prey 
Beneath the very shadow of Bunker's shaft rf 

gray, 
How, tlirough the free lips of the son, the lathert 

How, from its bonds of trade and sect, the Pilgi-im 
city broke I 

A hundred thousand right arms were lifted up on 

A hundi-ed thousand voices sent hack their loud 

Through the thronged towns of Esae.t the startling 



And up from bench and bom and wheel her young 
mechanics sprang I 

The voice of free, broad Middlesex — of thousands 

The shaft of Bunker caUing to that of Lexing- 

From Norfolk's ancient villages ; from Plymoutli'j 

rocky bound 
To where Nantucket feels the arms of ocean clow 

her round ; — 

From rich and rural Worcester, where through Iha 

calm repose 
Ot anltured vales and fiin^ng woods the gentle 

Nashua Ho its. 
To where Waxihuset's wintry blasts the mountMn 

larches stir. 
Swelled up t( 
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And sandy Barnstable rose up, wet with the salt 

And Bristol sent her answering shout down Narra- 

rsett Bay ! 
broad Conaeotieut old Hampden felt the 
thrill, 
Aod 'he cheer of Hampshire's woodmen swept 
down from Holjoke HiU. 

'the voice of Massachusetts I Of her free sons and 

daughlers — 
Deep calling unto deep aloud — the sound of many 



Look to it well, Virginians ! In calmness we have 
In answer to our faith and trust, your insult and 

You've spurned our kindest counsels — you've 

hunted for our lives — 
And shaken round our hearths and homes your 

manacles and gyves I 

We wage no war — we lift no arm — we fling no 

torch within 
Hie fire-damps of the quaiing mine beneath your 

We leave ye with your hondmei , to wrestle, whila 



r children, the vow which we 
is re^sl^red in Heaven j 
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No tlave-knnt in our borders — no pirale on 

itrand I 
No fellers in the Bay State — no slaiie upon 



[PiFiiiTiTimi Hail, fledlcated to rree DlsnuHrion lol .ba 
HUM of hnman liberty, was iKtrojed hy a mob In 1835. Tho 
IbUoirineirasKrittBQ on rewlviiigi cane wrought from a&ag- 

Token of friendship true and tried, 

From one whose fiery heart of youth 
With mine has beaten, side by side, 

For Liberty and Truth ; 
With honest pride tho gift I take, 
Am i prize it for the pver's sake. 

But GOt alone because it tells 

Of generous hand and heart sincere ; 

Around that gift of friendship dwells 
A meinon' doubly dear — 

Earth's noblest aim — man's holiest thought, 

With that memorial frail inwrought I 

Pure thoughts and sweet, like flowers unibld, 
And precious memories round it oiing. 

Even as the Prophet's rod of old 
In beauty blossoming : 

And buds of feelin" pure and good 

Spring from its cold unconscious wood. 

Relic of Freedom's shrine ! — a brand 
Plucked from its burning ! — let it be 

Pear as a jewel from Ihe hand 
Of a lost friend to me I— 

Flower of a perished garland left. 

Of lite and beauty unbei-eft ! 
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Oh I if the young entliuaiaat bears, 
O'er weaiT waste and soa, the stone 

Which erumljicd from the Forum's stMrs, 
Or round the Parllienou ; 

Or olive bouj^h from some wild tree 

Hung over old Theruwpylfe : 

If leaflets from some hero's tomb. 

Or raoBs-wi'eath torn from ruins hoaiy,— 

Or faded flowers whose sisters bloom 
On fields renowned in story, — 

Or fragment from tliC Alliamtra's oreat. 

Or the gray rock by Dmids blessed ; 

Sad Erin's shamroek preenly growinff 
Where Freedom led her stalwart kern. 

Or Scotia's " rough bur thistle " blowing 
On Brace's Bannotkburn — 

Or Kunnynie<le's wild English rose. 

Or hchen plucked from Sempach's snowa ^— 

If it be true that tbiogs_ like these 

To heart and eye bright visions bring, 

Shall not far holier memories 
To this memorial cling V 

Whith needs no mellowing mist of lime 

To hide the crimson alains of crime I 

Wreck of a temple, uiiprofancd — 
Of courts wliei-e Peace with Freedom trod, 

Lit\iiig on high, with hands unstained. 
Thanksgiving unto God; 

Where Mercy's voice of love was pleading 

For human hearts in bondage bleeding 1 — 

Where midst the sound of rushing feet 

And curses on the night air flung, 
That pleading voice rose calm and sweet 
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! 

That temple now in ruin lies !— 
Tlie firc-3tain on its sliaitered mall, 

And open to the chaii^n^ skies 
ItK blai-'t and rooHesa hall, 

It stands before a aation's fd^ht, 

A gfjviij^tone over buried Right I 

But fro:!! that ruin, as of ohj, 

The fire-acorched stones themselves aw 
crying, 
And from their ashes white and cold 

Its timbers are replying I 
A voice which slavery cannot kill 
Speaks from the crumbling arches still I 

And even this relic from thy shrine, 
Oh, holy Freedom I — hath to me 

A potent power, a voice and sign 
Totesuf;Cofthee; 

And, grasping it, methinks I feel 

A deeper fiuth, a stronger zeal. 

And not unlike that mystic rod, 

Of old stretched o'er the Egyptian wave, 
Wtich opened, in the strength of God, 

A pathway for the slave. 
It yet may point the bondman's way, 
And turn the spoiler from his prey. 
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THE BTiAKDED HAND. 



i heme again, brave seaman 1 wilt thj 
thou'rlitftil brow and gray, 
And the old heroic spirit of our earlier, bettei 

With that front of calm endurance, on whose steady 

Pressed the iron of the prison, smote the fiery ahafla 
of pain I 

Is the tyrant's brand upon thee ? Md the brutal 

Xo make God's truth thy falsehood, his holiest 

work thy shame ? 
When, all blood-<]uenched, from the torture the 

iron was withdrawn. 
How laughed their evil angel the bafBed fools to 

Tltey change to wrong, the duty which God hath 

On the great heart of humanity too le^ble for 

doubt 1 
Tf.ey, the loathsome moral lepers, blotched from 

footsole np lo i^rown. 
Give ta shame what God hath ^ven unto honor 

Why, that brand is highest honor 1 — than its tracei 

Upon old armorial hatchments was a prouder 

blazon set ; 
And thy unborn generations, as they tread oar 

rocky strand, 
Shall tell with pride the story of their father's 
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Aa the Templar homo was welcome, bearing back 

from Sj-rian wara 
rhc scars of Arab lauees, and of Paynim soima- 

rhe pallor of the prison and the shackle's crimson 

So we meet thee, so we greet thee, truest friend of 
God and man 1 

He suffered for the ransom of the dear Redeemer'a 

gi'ave, 
Thou (or his living presence in the bound and 

bleeding slavo ; 
He for a soil no longer by the feet of angela trod. 
Thou for the true sLechinab, the present home of 



Eor, while Ihe jurist sittiag with the slave-whip o'er 

From the tortured trutha of freedom the lie of 

slaver)' wrunj;. 
And the solcmu pnest to Moloch, on each (iod- 

deserted shrine. 
Broke the bondman's heart for bread, poured the 

bondman's blood for wine — 

While the multinido in blindness to a far-off Saviour 

And spurned, the while, the temple where a pres- 
ent Saviour dwelt ; 

Thou beheld'st Him in the task-field, in the prison 
shadows dim, 

And thy mercy to the bondman, it was mercy unto 
Him I 

In thy lone and lonjt night watches, sky aboie and 

Thou did'st learn a higher wisdom than the bab- 
bling school-men know ; 
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God's stars and silenue taught tiee, as his angel* 

only can, 
That Ihe one, sole aaered thing beneath the eopo 

of heaven, is Man 1 

That he who treads profanely on the serolla of law 

and creed, 
Id the depth of God's great goodness maj find 

But woe to him who crushes the SOUL mlh chain 

and rod, 
And herds with lower natures the awful form of 

God! 

Then lift that manlj right hand, bold ploughman 

of the wave 1 
Its branded palm shall prophesy, " Salvation to 

Hold up its fire-wrought language, that whoso 

reads may feel 
His heart swell strong within him, Us dnews change 

Hold it up before our sunshine, up ag^nst our 

Northern air— 
Hoi men of Masaachusetis, for the love of God 

look there I 
Take it henceforth for your standard — like the 

Brace's heart of yore. 
In the dark strife closing round ye, let that liariJ 

he seen before I 

And tlie tyrants of the slave-land shall tremble at 

that sign, 
When it points Its finger Southward along the 

Pun tan line ; 
Woe to the State-gorged leeches, and the Churi.h'a 

locust band, 
When tliey look from slavery's ramparts oa the 
coming of that hand I 
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Up the hili-side, down the glen, 
Rouse Ihe Bleeping citizen ; 
Summon out the might of men ! 

lAke a lion growling low — 
Like a night-storm rising slow — 
Like the tread of unseen foe — 

It 19 coming — it is nigh ! 

Stand your homes and altars hy; 

On your own free thresholds die. 



Fling to heaven your signal firea. 

From Wachuset, lone and bleak, 

Unto Berkshire's tallest peak, 

Let the flame-tongued heralds speak 

! for God and duty stand. 
Heart to heart and hand to hand. 
Round the old graves of the land. 

Whoao shrinks or falters now, 
Whoso to the yoke would how. 
Brand the cvayen on his brow I 

Freedom's sod hath only place 
For a free and fearless race — 
None for traitors false and base. 

Perish party — perish clan ; 
Strike together while ye can, 
Like the ann of one aCrong man. 
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Like that angel'a voice sublime, 
Heard above a worlil of crime. 
Crying of the end of time — 

With one heart and with one mouth, 
Let the North unto the South 
Speak the word befitting both : 

" What though Issachar he strong 1 
Ye may load his back with wrong 
Overmuch and over long: 

Patience with her cup o'errun. 
With her weary thread outspun, 
Murmurs that her work is done. 

Make our Union-bond a chain, 
Weak as t«w in Fi-eedom's strain 
Link by link shall snap in twain. 

Vainly shall your sand-wrought rope 
Bind the starry cluster up, 
Shattered over heaven's blue cope 1 

Give us bright though broken rays. 
Rather than eternal haze, 
Clouding o'er the fuU-orbed blaze. 

Take your land of Bun and bloom ; 

Only leave to Freedom room 

For her plough, and forge, ard loom; 

Take your slavery-blackened valei ; 
Leave ua but our own free gales, 
Blowing on oar thousand sails. 

Boldly, or with treacherous art, 
Stiike the blood-wrought chain apart • 
Break the Union's mighty heart ■ 
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Work the ruin, if ye will; 
Plui;k upon your heads an ill 
Which shall gi'ow and deepen still. 

With your bondman's right arm bare, 
With his heart of black despair, 
Stand alone, if stand ye dare 1 

Onward with your fell desio;n ; 
Dig the gulf and draw the line : 
Fire beneath your feet the mine : 

Deeply, when the wide abyss 
Yawns between your land and thia. 
Shall ye feel your helplessness. 

By the hearth, and in the bed, 
Shaken by a look or tread, 
Ye shall own a (guilty dread. 

And the curse of unpaid toil. 
Downward through your generous soil 
Like a fire shall bum and spoil. 

Our bleak hills shall bud and blow. 
Vines our rocks shall overgrow, 
Plenty in our valleys flow ; — 

And when vengeance clouds youi hfcies, 
Hither shall ye turn jfour eyes, 
Aa the lost on Paradise I 

We but ask our rocky strand, 
Freedom's true and brother iaad. 
Freedom's strong and honest hand, — 

Valleys by the slave nntrod, 
And the Pilgrim's mountain sod, 
Blessed of our fathers' (Jod I " 
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TO FANEUIL HALL 



Men I— if manhood still ye claim. 

If the Northern pulse oan thrill, 
Boused hy wron" or stung by shame, 

Freely, strongly still ; — 
Let the sounds of tratlit die : 

Shut the naill-gate— leave the stall- 
Fling tlie axe and hammer by — 

Throng to Faneiiil Hall I 

Wrongs which freemen never brooked- 

Dangers grim awl tierce as they, 
Which, like couching lions, looked 

On yonr fathers' way ; — 
These your instant zeal demand, 

Shaking with their earthquake-call 
Every rood of Pilgrim land— 

Ho,toFaneuilHalll 

From your capes and satidy bars— 

From your mountaln-ridgea cold, 
Through whose pine= the westering Btai» 

Stoop their crowns of gold- 
Come, and with your fiwtsteps wake 

Echoes from that holy wall : 
Once again, for Freedom's sake, 

Rock your fathers' hall 1 

Up, and tread beneath your feet 

Every cord by party spun ; 
Let your hearts together beat 

As the heart of one. 
Banks and tariff's, stocks and trade, 

Let them rise or let them fall : 
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Up, and let each voice that speaks 

Kin" from thence to Soutliem plaina, 
Sharpiy as the blow which breaba 

Pnson-bolls and chaina I 
Speak as well becomes the free — 

Dreaded more than steel or ball, 
Shall your calmest utterance be, 

Heard from Paneuii Hall ! 

Have (hey wronged us ? Let us then 

Render back nor threats nor prayers i 
Have they chained our free-born men? 

Upl your banner leads (he van. 
Blazoned " Liberty for all ! " 

Rnish what your sires began — 
Up, toFaueuilHaJll 



TO MASSACHUSETTS. 
1844. 

What though around thee blazes 

No fiery rallying sim ? 
From all thy own high places, 

Give heaven the hcht of thine ! 
What thoi^h unthrilled, unnioving, 

The statesman stands apart, 
And comes no warm approving; 

From Mammon's crowded mart ? 
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By all sSTe truth ibrsakea, 
Why, stand with that alone I 

Shrink not from strife unequal I 
With the best is always hope ; 

An il ever in the sequel 
'Jod holds the right ade up 1 

But when, mth thine uniting, 

Come voices long and loud, 
And far-offhills are writing 

Thy fire-worda on the cloud : 
When from Penobscot's fouutainB 

A deep response is heard, 
And aeross tlie Western mountiuns 

Rolls baok thy rallying word ; 

Shall thy line of battle falter, 

■With itaaUiesjust in view? 
Oh, by hearth and holy altar, 

My Fatlier-land be true ! 
Fling abroad thy scrolls of Freedom I 

Speed them onward far and fast 1 
Over hill and valley speed them, 

Like the Sibyl's on the blast 1 

Lo I the Empire State is shaking 

The shaekles from her hand ; 
With the ru^ed North is waking 

The level sunset land I 
On they come — the free battalions ! 

East and West and North they coma, 
And (he heart-beat of the millions 

Is the beat of Freedom's drum. 

" To the tyrant's plot no favor ! 

No heed to plaee-fed knaves I 
Bar and bolt the door forever 

Against the land of Slaves I" 
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Bear it, mother Earth, and hear it, 
Tbe Ileavfins above us spread I 

The land is roused — its spirit 
Was sleeping, but not dead I 



THE PINE-TKEE. 



Lift again the stately emblem on the Bay Stat*'« 
rusted shield. 

Give to Northern winds the Fioe-Tree on our ban- 
ner's tattered field. 

Sons of men who sat in council ivith theb Bibles 
round the board, 

Answering England's royal missive with a firm, 
" Thus 8A1TH THE Lord!" 

Bise again for home and freedom I — set the battle 

What the fathers did of old time we their sona must 
do to-day. 

Tell us not of banks and tariffs — cease your paltry 

peddler cries — 
Shall the good State sink her honor that your 

ganAling stocks may rise '/ 
Would ye barter man for cotton ?— That j our 

gains may sum up higher, 
Must we kiss the feet of Moloch, pass oar children 

through the fire ? 
Is the dollar only real ? — God and truth and light 

a dream ? 



Weighed against your lyin^ ledger 
hood kick the beam ? 
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UNES. 1 OH 

Smote the Proyince House with terroi, struck tha 

creat of Andros down !— 
For another strong-voiced Adams in the city's 

" Up for God and Massachusetls ! — Set your feet 

on Wammon'a lie I 
Perish banks and perish traffic — spin your cotton's 

latest pound — 
But in Heaven'a name keep your honor — keep the 

heart o" the Bay State sound ! " 

Where's the mas for Jlassaehusetta ?— Where's the 

voice to apeak her free 7 — 
Where's the hand to light up bonfires from her 



Beats her Pilgrun pulse no longer ? — Sits she dumb 

in her despair? — 
Has she none to bi'eak the silence ? — Has she none 

to do and dare ? 
Oh my God I for one right worthy to lift up hei 

rusted shield, 
And tn plant again the Fine-Tree in her banner's 

tattered field I 



With a cold and wintry noon-light, 

On its roofs and steeplea shed, 
Shadows weaving; with the sunlight 
JTrom the gray sky overhead!. 
Broadly, vaguely, all around me, lies the half-buill 
town outspread. 
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190 VOICES or FREEDOM. 

Tlrough this broad street, restless ever, 

Ebla and flows a human tide, 
Wave on wave a hving river ; 
Wealth and fashion side by side ; 
Toiler, idler, slave and master, m the same qiuek 

Underneath yon dome, whose coping 
Springs above them, vast and tal^ 
Grave men in the dust are groping 
For the largess, base and small. 
Which the hand of Power is scattermg, crumba 
which from its table falL 

Base of heart I They vilely barter 

Honor'a wealth for party's place: 

Step bj^ step on Freedom's charter 

Leaving footprints of disgrace ; 

For to-day'a poor pittance tummg fiim the great 

hope of their race. 

Yet, where festal lamps are tnrowing 

Glory round the dancer's hair. 
Gold-tressed, like an angcl'a flowing 
Backward on the sunset air ; 
And the low quick pulse ofmunie beats its measurei 

There to-night shall woman's glances, 

Star-like, welcome give to tbem. 
Fawning fools wifli shy advances 
Seek to touch their garments' hem, 
With the (ongue of flattery glozing deeds which 
God and Truth condemn. 

From this glittering lie my vision 

Takes a broader, sadder ranse. 
Full before me have arisen 

Other pictures dark and strange j 
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B^k ! the heavy gale Is swinging 
On ils hinMB, harsh and Blow ; 
One pale prison lamp is flinging 
On a fearl'ul gronp below 
ch a light as leaves to terror whatsoe'er it 4 



Pitying God 1— Is that a woman 

On whose wrist the shackles clash ? 
Is that shriek she utters human. 
Underneath the stinelog lash? 
Are they men whose eyes ol madness troni Oiat sad 
procession Baah ? 

Still the dance goes gaj-ly onward I 
What is it to iVeaTth and Pride ? 
That without the stars are looking 
On a scene which earth should hide ? 
That the slavk-shii" lies in wailing, rocking on 
Potomac's tide I 

Vainly to that mean Ambition 

Which, upon a rival's fall, 
Winds above its old condition, 
With a reptile's slimy crawl. 
Shall the pleading voice of sorrow, shall the slave 
in angmsh call. 

Vtunly to the child of Fashion, 

Givmu to ideal woe 
Graceful luxury of c< 

Shall the stricken a ^ , 

Hateiiil seems the earnest sorrow, beautiful tha 
hollow show 1 

Nay, my words are all' too sweeping : 
in tins crowded human marl; 
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Feeling is not dead, but sleeping ; 
Mans .itroiig will and womans heart, 
bi the coming strife lor Froedom, yet ah^ beat 
their generous part. 

And from yonder sunny valleys, 

Southward in the distance lost. 
Freedom yet shall sununon allies 

Worthier than the North can hoaat. 
With the Evil by their hearthstones grappling at 



Now, the Boul alone is ■willing ; 

F^nt the heart and weak tbo knee ; 
And as yet uo lip is thrilline 

With the mighty words "Be Free 1" 
rarrielh long the land's Good Angel, hut his ad- 
vent is to be 1 

Meanwhile, turning from the revel 

To the prtson-ceU my sight, 
For intenser hate of evil, 
For a keener sense of right. 
Shaking off thy dust, I thank tiiee. City of the 
Slaves, to-night I 

" To thy duty now and ever I 
Dream no more of rest or stay ; 

Give to Freedom's great endeavor 
All thou art and bast to-day:" — 
Thus, above the city's niurmar, saith a Vtace, or 

Ye with heart and vision gifted 
To discern and love the right, 
Whose worn faces have been lifted 
To the slowly-growing light. 
Where from Freedom's sunnse drifted slowly back 
the murk d' eight t — 
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Ye who througli long years of trial 

Still liave huld your puqioae fast, 

While a lengthening sliade the dial 

From the woBtering Euiishine cast, 

And of hope eauh hour's aeniai eeemed an echo rf 

the last !— 

Oh, my brothers ! oh, my sisters I 

Would to God that ye were near, 
Gazing with me down the vistas 
Of a sorrow strange and drear ; 
Would to God that ye were listeners to the Vdee 

With the storm above us driving, 

With the false earth mined below— 
WTio shall marvel if thus striving 
We have counted friend as foe ; 
Unto one another giving in the darkness blow for 

Well it may be that our natures 

Have grown sti^rner and more hard. 
And the freshness of their features 
Somewhat harsh and battle-scarred, 
And their harmonies of feeling overtasked and 
rudely jarred. 

Be it so. It should not swerve us 
Prom a purpose true and brave; 

Dearer Freedom's rugged service 
Ttan the pastime ot the slave ; 
(ktl«r is the storm above it than the quiet of the 

Let us then, uniting, bury 

All our idle feuds in dust, 
And to future cooflicla carry 
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134 TOJCES OB FRKBDOM. 

Mutual faith and common tiustj 
Always he who most forgireth ia his brother a 
most just. 

From the eternal shadow rounding 

All our sun and starlight here, 
Voices of our lost ones sounding 
Bid us be of heart and cheer. 
Through the silence, down the spaces, falling on 
the inward ear. 

Know we not our dead are looking 

Downward with a sad surprise, 
All our strife of words rehuking 
With their mild and lovina eyes? 
Bhall we grieye the holj; angels? Shall we cloud 
their blessed skies '/ 

Let OS draw their mantles o'er us 
Which have fallen in our way ; 
Let us do the work before us, 
Cheerly, bravely, while we may, 
Ere the long nightfSilence cometh, and with us iX 
ia not <£iy I 



a thy service cannot tire — 
A faith which douht can never dim — 
A heart of love, a lip of fire — 

Oh 1 Freedom's God I be thou to him I 

Speak through him words of power and fe 
As through thy prophtit baids of old, 
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For lying lips thy blessing seek, 
And hanils of blood are raised to Thee, 

And on thy children, crushed and weak. 
The oppressor plants hia kneeling knee. 

I^t then, O God 1 thy servant dare 
Thy truth in all its power to tell, 

Unmask the priestly thieves, and tear 
The Bible from the grasp of hell I 

From hollow rite and narrow span 
Of law and sect by Thoo released, 

Oh 1 teach him that the Christian man 
Is holier than the Jewish priest 

Chase back the shadows, gray and old, 
Of the dead ajreg, from his way. 

And let his hopeful eyes behold 
The dawn of thy milJeunial day; — 

That day when fettered limb and mind 
Shall know the truth whii^h ijiaketh tree. 

And he alone who loves his kind 

ShaU, child-like, clauu the love of Tbee 1 



TORKTOWN.aa 

From Torktowc's mins, ranked and still, 
Two lines stretch far o'er vale and bill ; 
Who curbs his ateed at head of one ? 
Hark I the low murmur : Washiiin;ton ! 
Who bends his keen, approving glance 
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Where down the gorgeous line of France 
Sljiuo knightly star and plwrae of siiow ? 
Thou t«o art victor, llothambeau 1 

The earth which bears this ealm array 
Shook with the war-charge yesterday. 
Ploughed deep with hurrying hoof and wheel, 
Shot-sown and bladed thick with ateel ; 
October's clear and noonday sun 
Paled in the breath-eraoke of the gun, 
And down night's double blaekuess fell, 
Like a dropped star, the blazing shell. 

Now all is hushed ; the gleaming lines 
Stand moveless as the neighboring pines; 
While through them, sullen, grim, and slow, 
The conquered hosts of Eugland go : 
O'llara's brow belies his dress, 
Gay Tarleton's troop rides bannerless : 
Shout, from t^ fired and wasted homes, 
Thy scoui^e, Virginia, captive comes 1 

Nor thou alone : with one glad voice 
Let all thy sister States rejoice; 
Let Freedom, in whatever clime 
She waits with sleepless eye her time. 
Shouting from cave and monntain wood, 
ilakc glad her desert solitude. 



But who are they, who, cowering, wait 
Within the shattered Ibrtress gate ? 
Dark tillers of Vir^nia's soil, 
Clftsseil with the battle's common spoil. 
With household stuffs, and fowl, and swiu 
With Indian weed and planters' wine. 
With stolen beeves, and foraged corn — 
Are they not men, Vir^^nlan bora '/ 
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Oh ! veil your faces, yoang and brave ' 
Sleep, Stammcl, iu thy soldier grave I 
Sons of the Northland, ye who set 
Stent hearts against the bayonet, 
And pressed with steady Ibotiall near 
The moated battery's blazing tier, 
Turn your scan-ed faces from the sight. 
Let skune do homage to the right I 

Lo I threescore years have passed ; and wher* 
The Gallic timbrel stirred the air, 
With Northei-n drum-roll, and the clear. 
Wild horn-blow of the mountaineer, 
While Britain grounded on that pl^n 
The arms she mi^tht not lift again, 
As abject as in that old day 



abject 
The slave 



Oh ! fields atill green and fresh in story. 
Old days of pride, old names of glory, 



Your freedom's self a hollow name I 

Where's now the flag of that old war? 

Where flows its stripe ? Where bums ita sUr ? 

Bear vritness, Palo Alto's day. 

Dark Vale of Palms, red Monterey, 

Where Mexii; Freedom, young and weak. 

Fleshes the Northern eagle's beak ; 

Symbol of terror and despair, 

Ctf chaina and slaves, go seek it there 1 

Laugh, Prussia, midst thy iron ranks! 
Laugh, Russia, from thy Neva's banks I 
Brave sport to see the fledgling bom 
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VOICES OF FBEEDOH. 



Of Freedom by its parent torn I 
Safe now b Speflberg's dungeon Eell, 
Safe drear Siberia's frozen liell : 
With Slavery's fiaa o'«r Uth unrolled, 
What of the Now World fears the Old? 



On page of thine I cannot trace 

The cold and heartless common-place — 

A statue's fixed and marble grace. 

For ever as these lines I penned, 

StiU with the thought of thee will bleni 

That of some loved and common friend- 



Who in life's desei-t track has made 
His pilgrim tent witb mine, or straj-ed 
Beneatb the same remembered shade. 

And hence my pen unfettered moves 
In freedom whiuh the heart approves — 
The neghgence which friendship loves. 

And wilt thou prize my poor gitl less 

For simple air and rustic dress, 

And sign of baste and carelessness?— 

e than specious counterfeit 

A heart like thine should value it. 

Yet half I fear ray gift will be 
Unto thy book, if not to thee. 
Of more than doubtful courtesy. 
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A baniahed name from fashion's sphere, 

A lay unheard of Beaut/a ear, 

Forbid, disowned,— what do they here ?— 

Upon my ear not all in vain _ _ 

Came the aad captivo s clanking chair - 
The Toaninn- from his hed of p£un 

And sadder still, I saw the woe 

Whiuh only wounded spirits know 

When Pride's strong footsteps o'er them go 

Spumed not alone in walks abroad. 
But from the " temples of the Lord " 
Thmst out apart, like things abhorred. 

Deep as T felt, and stern and strong, 

Id words whjeh Prudence smothered long, 

My soul spoke out against the wrong ; 

Not mine alone the task to speak 
Of comfort to the poor and weak, 
And dry the tear on Sorrow's cheek ; 

But, mingled in the conflict warm, 
To pour the fiery breath of storm 
Through the harsh trumpet of Reform ; 

To brave Opinion's settled frown, 
From ermined robe and saintly gown, 
While wrestUnj" reverenced Error dowr. 

Founts gushed beside my pilgrim way. 
Cool shadows on the greensward lay. 
Flowers swung upon the bending spray. 

And, broad and bright, on either hand, 
Sti-etched the green slopes of Fairy land. 
With Hope's eternal suubow spanned ; 
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Whence voices (railed me Itlce the flow, 
Wliieh on the liatimur'a ear will grow, 
Of tbritst Btri'anilels soft and low. 

And gentle eyes, which still retain 
Their picture on the heart an'l brain, 
Smiled, beokoning from that jmth of pain- 
In yain ! — nor dream, nor rest, nor j)anae 
Remain for him who round him draws 
The battered mail of Freedom's cause. 

From youthful hopes— from eai'h green spot 
Of young Komance, and gentle Thought, 
Whei* storm and tumult enter not — 

From eaeh fair altar, where belong 
The olferings Love requires of Sotig 
In homage to her bright-eyed ihrong — 

With sou! and strength, with heart and hand, 
I turned to Freedom's struggling band — 
To the sail Helots of our laud. 

What marvel then that Fame should turn 
Her notes of praise to those of scorn— 
Her gifts reclaimed — her smiles withdrawn ? 

What matters it I — a few years more. 
Life's sui^e so restless heretofore 
Shall break upon the unknown shore ! 



The must-ivreaChs of our atmosphere I 

Before no work of mortal hand, 
Of human will or stitngth c.ipand 
Ihe pearl gates of the Better Land ; 
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Alonp in tliat great love which gave 
Uie to the sJucper of the grave, 
liflistetli the power to " seek and save." 

Yet, if the spirit gazing through 
The vista of tlie past ean view 
One deed to UtiaveD and virtue true — 

If through the wreek of wasted powers, 
Of gai'lands wreathed from FoUj's hownrs, 
Of idle aims and misspent hours — 

Tlie eye eaii note one sacred spot 
By Pride and Sblf profaned not — 
A green place in the waste of thoughts— 

Where deed or word hath rendered less 
" The sum of human wretched n ess," 
And Gratitude looks forth to bless — 

The simple burjit of lenderest feeling 
From sad hearts worn by evil-dealing. 
For bleawng on the hand of healing, — 

Better than Glory's pomp will be 
That green and blessed spot to me — 
A palm-shade in Eternity I— 

Something of Time which may invite 
The purified and spiritual si^ht 



And when the summer winds shall sweep 
With their Ught wings my place of sleep, 
And mosses round my head-stone ereejh— 

If still, as Freedom's rallj-ing sinn, 
Upon the young heart's altars shine 
The very fires they caught from mine — 
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Of Other hearts, their work fulfill — 

Perchance with joy the soul may leam 
These tokens, and its eje diacern 
The fires which on those altars bum — 

A marvellous joy that even then, 

The spirit bach its life E^ain, 

In the strong hearts of mortal men. 

Taka, lady, then, the ^ft I liring, 

No gay and graceful ofieriu" — 

No flowcr-smile of the laughing spring. 

Midst the green buds of Youth's fresh May, 
With Fancy's leaf-enwoven bay. 
My sad and sombre gjft I lay. 



And if it deepens in thy mind 

A sense of suiTering human kind — 

The outcast and the spiritrbliiid : 

Oppressed and spoiled on every wde. 
By Prejudice, and Scorn, and Pride, 
Life's common courtesies denied ; 

Sad mothers mourning o'er their trust, 
Children by want and misery nursed, 
Tasting Lfe's bitter cup at first ; 

If to their strong appeals which come 
From fireless hearth, and crowded room. 
And the close alley's noisome gloom — 

Though dark the hands n. 
In mute beseeching agony, 
Thcu leud'st thy woman's sympathy— 
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Not vainly on tTiy gentle shrine, 

Where Love, and Mirtli, and Friendship ti 

Their varied gifta, 1 olfer mine. 



Bow, joy and thanks forevermore 1 
The dreary night has wellnigh passed, 

The slumbers of the North are o'er— 
The Giant stands ereut at last I 

More than we hoped in that dark time, 
When, faint with watching, few and worn, 

We saw no welcome day-star climb 
The cold gray pathway of the mom I 

O weary hours ! O night of years I 

What storms our darkling pathway swept, 

Wltere, beating back our thronging fears, 
By F^ti alone our mareh we kept. 

How jeered the aeofEng crowd behind. 
How mocked before the tyrant train, 

As, one by one, the true and kind 
Fell fainting in our path of pain . 

They died — their brave hearts breaking slow- 
But, self-forgetful to the last, 

In words of cheer and burfe blow 

Their breath upon the darkness passed, 

A mighty host, on either hand. 
Stood waiting for the dawn irf" day 

To erush like reeds our feebla band ; 

The morn has come — and where are they ? 
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Troop after troon their line foraakes ; 

With peace-white banners waving free, 
And from our own the glad shout breaks, 

Of Freedom and Frateriiitj- 1 

Like Diist before the growing light. 

The hostile cohorts melt away ; 
Our frowning foemen of the nighl 

Are brothers at the dawn of day 1 

As unto these repentant ones 

We open wide our toil-worn ranks, 
Along our line a murmur runs 

Of song, and praise, and grateful thanks- 
Sound for the onset ! — Blast on blast I 

Till Slavery's minions cower and quail; 
One ehai^ of fire shall drive them fast 

Like chaff before our Northern gale I 

0, prisoners in your house of pain. 
Dumb, toDing millions, bound and sold, 

Look ! strel<;hed o'er Southern valo and plain 
The Lord's delivering hand behold I 

Above the tyrant's pride of power, 
Hia iron gates and guarde'l wall. 

The bolts which shattered Shinar'a tower, 
Hang, smoking, for a fiercer fall. 

Awake ! awake I my Father-land 1 
It is thy Northern light that shines ; 

This stirring march of Freedom's band 
The stonu-song of thy moimtain pines. 

Wake, dwellers whore the day e-ipiresi 
And hear, in winds that sweep your lakes 

And fan your prairies' roaring fires, 
The aigual-call that Freedom makes! 
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Gone to thy Heavenly Father's rest I 

Theflewiirs of Eden round thee blomng, 
And on thine ear the murmurs blest 

Of Siloa's waters softly flowing I 
Beneath that Tree of Life which gives 
To all the earth its healing leaves 
In the white robe of angels clad. 

Ami wandering by that sacred river, 
Whose streams of holiness make glad 

The city of our God forever 1 

Gentlest of spirits !— not for thee 

Our tears are shed, our aghs are given : 
Why mourn to know thou art a free 

Partaker of the joys of Heaven ? 
Finished thy work, and kept thy f^th 
In Christian firmness unto death: 
And beautiful as sky and earth. 

When Autumn's sua is downward going 
The blessed memory of thy worth 

Around thy place of elumber glowing I 

Bat woe for us ! who linger still 

With feebler strength and hearts less lowly, 
And minds less steadfast to the wiU 

Of llim whoso every work is holy. 
For nw like thine, ia eruciSed 
The spirit of our human pnde ; 
Aod at the bondman's tale of woe. 

And for the outcast and forsaken. 
Not warm like thine, but cold and slow. 

Our weaker sympathies awaken. 
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Darkly upon our stni^sling "i^y 

The storm of human hato is sweeping; 
Hunted and branded, and a prey, 

Our waU'h amidst the darkness keeping. 
Oh 1 for that hidden strength which can 
Nerve unto death the inner man I 
Oh ! for thy spirit, tried and true, 

And constant in the hour of trial, 
Prepared to suffer, or to do, 

In meekness and in self-denial. 

Oh ! for that spirit, meek and mild. 

Derided, spumed, yet uncomplaining — 
By man deserted and reviled. 

Yet faithful to its trust remaining. 
Slill prompt and resolute to save 
From scourge and chain the liuuted Glavel 
Unwavering in the Truth's defence, 

Even where the fires of Hate were bumiog, 
Th' unquiuling eye of innocence 

Alone upon th' oppressor turning 1 

loved of thousands ! to thy grave, 

Sorrowing of heart, thy bremren hore thee 
The poor man and the rescued slave 

Wept as the broken earth closed o'er ikee ; 
And grateful tears, like summer rain. 
Quickened its dying grass again I 
And there, as to some pilgrim-shrine, 

Shall come the outcast and the lowly, 
Of gentle deeds and words of thine 

Eecalling memories sweet and holy! 

Oh I for tlie death the righteous die ! 

An end, like Autumn's day declining, 
On human hearts, as on the sky, 

With holler, tenderer beauty shining; 
As to the parting soul were given 
The radiance of an opening Heaven 1 
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> A SOUTHBBN STATEBMAK. 



As if that pure and blessed light, 
From ofl tli' Eternal altar flowiug, 

Were bathing, in its upward flight, 
The spirit to its worship going 1 



TO A SOUTHERN STATESMAN. 

1846. 

Is this thy voice, whose treble notes of fear 
VI bH in the wind ? And dost thou shake to hear, 
Actieon-like, the bay of thine own hounds, 
Spurnini^ the leash, and leaping o'er their boundai 
Sore-baffled statesman 1 when thy eager hand. 
With game afoot, unslipped the hungry pack. 
To hunt down Freedom in her chosen land, 
Hadst thou no fear, that, ere long, doubling back. 
These dogs of thine might snuil' on Slavery's track ? 
Where's now the boast, which even thy guarded 

Cold, cahn and proud, in the teeth o" the Senate 

flung. 
O'er the fulfilment of thy baleful plan, 
Like Satan's triumph at the fall of man ? 
How etood'at Ihou then, thy feet on Freedom 

planting. 
And pointing to the lurid heaven afar. 
Whence all could see, through the soufh windowi 

slanting. 
Crimson as blood, the beams of that Lone Star 1 
The Fates are just ; they ^ve us but our own ; 
Nemeais ripens what our hands have sown. 
There is an Eastern story, not unknown. 
Doubtless, to thee, of one whose ma"ic skill 
Called demons up his water-jars to fill; 
Deftly and silently, they did his will, 
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SOS T0ICE8 OF FKEKDOM. 

But, when the task was iJono, kept pouring sljj!. 
In vaio with spell and chann the wizard wrought, 
Faster aiid faster were the bm^kcts brought, 
Hinher and higher rose the flood around, 
Tifl the fiends clapped their hands above thdr 

master drowned ! 
So, Carolinian, it may prove mth thee, 
For God still overrules man's sohemea, and takes 
CraflJneas in its self-set snare, and makes 
The wrath of man to praise Him. It may be. 
That the roused spirits of Demoi;racy 
May leave to freer States the same wide door 
Through which thy slave-cursed Texas entered in. 
From out the blood and fire, the wrong and an. 
Of the stormed eity and the ghastly plain. 
Beat bv hot hi«I, and wet with bloody rain, 
A myriad-handed Azlec host may pour, 
And swarthy South with pallid North combine 
Back on thyself to turn thy dark design. 



Men of the North-landl wbere's the manly spirit 
Of the true-hearted and the unshackled gone? 
Sons of old freemen, do we but inherit 

Their names alone ? 

Is the old Pilirrim spirit quenched within us, 

Stoops the strong manhood of our souls so low. 
Hat Manmion's lure or Party's wilo can wiu us 
To sileDi:f: now? 
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Now, when our land to ruin's brink is ver^'nf. 

In God's name, let us speak wliila there ia time I 
Now, when the padlocks lor our lips are fbt^ng, 
SilcDce is crime I 

What 1 shall me henceforth humblj- ask as favors 

Rights all our own ? In madnosa shall we barter, 
Foi treacherous peace, the freedom Nature gave □% 
God and our charter ? 

Here shall the statesman forge his human fetters, 

Here the false jurist human rights deny. 
And, in the church, their proud and skilled abetbns 
Make truth a. lie 'I 

Torture the pages of the hallowed Bible, 

To sanction crime, and robbery, and blood ! 
And, in Oppression's hateful service, libel 

Both man and God ? 

Shall our New England stand erect no longer, 

But stoop in chams upon ber downward wot. 
Thicker to gather on her Umbs and stronger 
Day after day ? 

Oh, no ; methinks from all her wild, green mom^ 

From valleys where her slumbering fathers lie^ 
From her blue rivers and her welling fountains. 
And clear, cold sky — 

From her rough coast, and isles, winch hungry 

Gnaws with his suites — from the fisher's skiff. 
With white sail swaying to the billows' motion 

Eound rock and cliff— 
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210 VOICES OF FEEEDOM. 

From tlie Lrown smith-shop, -wbere, beneath the 
hammer, 

Eiags the led steel — 



Startling and stern 1 the Northern winds shall 

Over Potomac's to St Mary's wave ; 
And buried Freedom shall awake W hear it 
Within her grave. 

Oh, let that voice go forth I The bondman sighing 

By Santeo's wave, in Mississippi's cane, 
ShaU feel the hope, within his hosom dj-ing. 
Revive again. 

Let it ffo forth 1 The millions who are gazing 

Sad^ upon us from afar, shall smile, ^ 
And unto God devout thanksinving raiMng,_ 



Oh, for your ancient freedom, pure and holy, 

For the deliverance of a groaning earth. 
For the wronged captive, bleeding, crushed, and 

Let it go forth I 

Sons of the best of fathers 1 will ye falte.- 

With all they left ye perilled and at stake ? 
Hoi once again on Freedom's holy altar 

The fire awakel 

Prayer-strengthened for the trial, come together, 

Put on the harness for the moral fight, 
And, with the hlesang of your Heavenly Father, 
Maintain the right I 
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Is Westminstcr'a royal halla, 
Kobed in their pooti finals, 
Englaod's ancient prelates stood 
For tbe people's right and good. 

Closed around the waiting crowd, 
Dark and still, like winter's cloud, 
King and council, lord and knight. 
Squire and yeoman, stood in Bight — 

Stood to hear (he priest rehearse, 
In God's name, the Church's curse, 
Ev the tapers round them lit, 
slowly, sternly uttering it, 

" IMght of TOice in framing laws. 
Right of peers to try each cause ; 
Peasant homestead, mean and small, 
Sacred as tie monarch's hall — 

"Whoso lays his hand on these, 
England's ancient liberties — 
Whoso breaks, by word or deed, 
England's vow at Kunnymede — • 

" Be he Prince or belted knight. 
Whatsoe'er his rank or might. 
If the highest, then the worsi, 
Let him live and die accursed. 



Keys alike, of hell and heaven. 
Make our word and witness sure. 
Let the curse we speak endure I" 
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Silent, while that eurse was said, 
Every bare and listening head 
Bowed in reverent awe, and then 
All the people said, Amen 1 

Seven times the bells have tolled, 
For the centuries gray and old. 
Since that stoled and mitred band 
Cursed the tyrants of their land. 

Since the priesthood, like a tower, 
Stood between the poor aud power ; 
And the wronged and trodden down 
Blesaed the abbofs shaven crown. 

Gone, thank God, their wizard spell, 
Lost, their keys of heaven and bell; 
Yet I sigh for men as bold 
As Ibose bearded priests of old. 

Now, too oft the priesthood wait 
At the threshold of the state — 
Waiting for the beek and nod 
Of its power as law and God. 

Fraud exalts, while solemn words 
Sanctify his stolen hoards ; 
Slavery laughs, while ghostly lipa 
Bless his mana«les and whips. 

Not on them the poor rely, 

Not to them looks liberty, 

Who with fawning falsehood cower 

To the wrong, when clothed with poww 

Oh I to sea them meanly cling, 
Kound the master, round the king, 
Sported with, and sold and bought— 
Pitifuller sight is not 1 
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Tell me not that this must be : 
God's tnie priest is always free ; 
Free, the neeiled truth to Epeab, 
Bight the wrongmi, and raise the weak. 

Not to fawn on wealth and state, 
Leaving Lazarus at tliu gate- 
Mot to peddle creeds like wares — 
Not to mutter hireling prayers — 

Nor to paint the new life's bliss 
On the sable ground of this — 
Golden atrceta for idle knave. 
Sabbath rest for weary slave I 

Not for words and works like these, 
Priest of God, thy mission is ; 
But to make earth's desert glad, 
In its Eden greenness clad ; 

And to level manhood bring 
Lord and peasant, serf and kingj 
And the Christ of God to find 
In the humblest of thy kind ! 

Thine to work as well as pray 
Clearing thorny wrongs away ; 
Plucking up the weeds of Bin, 
Letting heaven's warm sundiine in- 
Watching on the hills of Faith ; 
Listening what the spirit saith. 
Of the dimseun light afar, 
Growing like a nearing star. 

God's interpreter art thoa, 
To the waiting ones below: 
Twixt them and its liyht midwaj 
Heralding the better day — 
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Catoliing gleams of temple spires, 
Hearing notes of a,n;|cl choirs, 
Where, as yet unseen of tbem. 
Comes tLe New Jerusalem ! 

Like the seer of Patmos pazing, 
On the glory downward blazing ; 
Till upon Earth's grateful aod 
Rests tbo City of our God I 



THE SLAVES or MARTINIQUE. 



Bi:a»s of noon, like burning laocea, through the 

tree-tops flash and glisten, 
Aa she stands before her lover, with raised face to 

looli and listen- 
Dark, but comely, like the maiden in the ancient 

Jewish song ; 
Scarcely has the loll of task-fields done her graeefiil 

beauty wrong. 

He, the strong one and the manly, with the vassal's 

■irb and hue, 
Holdinf^ still his spirit's birthright, to his highei 

nature true ; 

Biding deep the strennthcning purpose of a free- 
man in bis heart, 

&a the grecgree bohls his Fetich from the white 
man's gaze apart. 

E^-er foremost of his comrades, when the driyera 

Calls away to stifling mill-house, to the Selda ai 
cane and com ; 



«jhy Google 



THE SLAVES OF MARTINIQCE. 215 

Fall Ihe keen and burning lashes, never on Us back 
or limb: 

re, tnrns the 



Yet,hia brow is always thoughtful, and hia eyeii 

hani and stem ; 
fibrery's last and humblest lesson, he has oevei 

deigned to learn. 

And, at evening, when his comrades dance before 

their master's door, 
Folding arms and knitting forehead, stands be 

silont e' " 



God be praised for every instinet which rebeU 

a^rinst a lot, 
Wbere the brute sm^ives the human, and man'a 

upright form is not I 

Jts the serpent-like bejuco winds his spiral fold on 



Slow decays the forest monarch, closer girds the 

fell embrace, 
1^1 the tree is seen no longer, and (he vine is in 

So a base ai bestial nature, lound the Taaaal'a 

manhoo twinti, 
And the 'pint wast*'s beneath it, hke the ceiba 

choked w b vmcs. 

God IS Love saith he E-v angel, and our world of 
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ye whose lives are free as sunshine, finding wherfr 



f whose affections, kindred blood is 
curreat throbbing from the iiniforaal 



Can ye know the deeper meaning of a !o»fl is 

Slave ri- nnrsed, 
Last flower of a lost Eden, blooming in that Seal 

accursed ? 

Love of Home, and Love of Woman ! — dear to all, 

but doubly dear 
To the heai-t whose pulses elsewhere measure only 



All around the desert circles, nndernealh a brazen 
Only one green spot remaining where the dew is 

Prom the horror of that desert, from its atmosphere 

ofh<,ll, 
Turns the fainting spirit thither, as the diver seeki 

bis belL 

Tis Uie fervid tropic noontime ; fwnt and low the 



Where, through mingled leaves and blossoma to- 
rowy autibyams Hash and glisten, 

Bpeaks Irt lover tc the slave ^rl, and she lifts he) 
head to Usdcq :— 
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" We shall live aa slaves no longer 1 Freedom'i 

hour is close at liand ! 
Rocks her bark upon the waters, rests the boat 



"I have seen the Haj-ticn Captain ; I have s 

hia Bwarthy erow, 
Ilateis of the pallid faces, to thdr race and ci 



Oh I the hleased hope of freedom ! how with joy 

anil glad surprise. 
For an instant throbs her bosom, for an matant 

beam her eyes I 

But she looks across the valley, where her mother's 

hut is seen, 
Through the snowy bloom of coffee, an<i Ihe lemon 

And she answers, sad and earnest : " It were wrong 

for thee to stay ; 
God hath heard thy prayer for ireedom, and hn 

fioger points the way. 

« Well I know with what endurance, for the sake 



" Go ; and at the hour of midnight, when our laat 

fai-ewell is o*er. 
Kneeling on our plaee of parting, I wdl blcaa thee 

from the ahore. 
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!, my mother, lying od lier siok bed all 

sary head to watch me, coming through 
™ilight gray, 

" Should I leave her sick and helpless, eveu free- 
dom, shared with thee, 

"Would be sadder far thaa bondage, lonely hal, and 
stripes lo me. 

"For my heart would die within me, and my biain 
would soon be wild; 

I should hear my mother calling through the twi- 
light for her child I " 

Blazing upward from the ocean, shines the sun of 

Uroogh the eoffee-treea in blossom, and green 
hedges of the lime. 

Side by side, amidst the slave gang, toil the lover 

and the maid ; 
Wherefore looks he o'er the waters, loaning fon- 

ward on his spade '/ 

Badly looks he, deeply sigha Le: 'tis the Haytien's 

Uke a while cloud of the monntaina, driven sea- 
ward bj the breeze I 

But his arm a light hand presses, and he heaiB a 

low voi(.e call 
Ost« of Slai Lrj , hopt, of Freedom, Love is mi«htier 
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AcKOsa the Stony Mountains, o'er the deserfi 

drouth and sand. 
The circles of our empire 1«uoh the Western 

Ocean's straad ; 
From slumberous Timpanogos, to Gila, wild and 

Flowing down &om Neuva I.eon to California's 

And from the mountains of the East, to Santa 

Rosa's shore, 
The eaglra of Mexitli shall heat the air no more. 

Vale of Ko Bravo I Let thy simple children 

Close watch about their holy fire let m^ds of Pecoa 

Let Taos send her cry aciwa Sien-a Madre's pines. 
And Akodones toll her bella amidst her com and 

For lol the' pale land-seckera come, witli eager 

eyes of gain, 
Wide scattering, like the bison herds on broad 

Salada's phun. 

Let Sacramento's herdsmen heed what sound, flw 
winds bring down. 

Of footsfcips on the crisping snow, from cold Neve- 
da's crown ! 

Full hot and fast the Saxon rides, with rein of 
travel slack. 

And, bending o'er h'ls saddle, leaves the sunrise at 
his back ; 
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By many a lonely river, and Mrge of fir and pine, 
On maiij- a wiatry hill-top, hia nightly eanip-firea 

O countrymen and brothers I that land of lake and 

plain, 
Of salt wastes alternating nith valleya fat \.' ' 

grain ; 
Of mountains white with winter, looting di 

ward, cold, serene. 
On their feet with spring-Tines tangled and laj 

in softest green ; 
Swift through whose black volcanic gates, o'er 

many a sunny vale. 
Wind-like the Arapahoe sweeps the bison's dusty 

trail 1 

Great spaces yet untravelled, great lakes whose 

mystic shores 
The Saxon rifle never heard, nor dip of Saxon 

Great herds that wander all unwatched, wild steeds 

that none have tamed, 
Strange_ fish in onknown streams, and birds the 

Saxon never named; 
Deep mines, dark mountain crucibles, where N». 

ture's chemic powers 
WoA out the Great Designer's will :— all these yt 

ForeTer ours I for good or il), on us the ourfen 

God's balance, watohed by angels, is huna across 

the skies. 
Shall Justice, Truth, and Freedom, turn the pcnsed 

and trembling scale ? 
Or shall the Evil triumph, and robber Wrong pr». 
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Sliall the broad land o'er whieli our flag in starrj 

splendor waves. 
Forego through ua its freedom, and bear the tread 

of slaves 7 

The day is breaking in the East, of which the 

prophets told, 
And hrightens np the sky of Time the Christian 

Age of IJold : 
Old Mght to Right is yielding, battle Hade ta 

clerkly pen, 
ICarth'B tnonarchs are her peoples, and her eer& 

stand up as men ; 
The isles rejoice together, in a day are nations bora, 
And the slave walks free in Tunis, and by Stam- 

boul's Golden Horn 1 



of ^ 
To feed with our fresh life-blood the old world's 

caat-ofF crime, 
Dropped, like some monstrous early birth, from the 

tired lap of Time ? 
To run anew lie evil race the old lost nations ran. 
And die like them of unbelief of God, and wrong 

of man? 

Great Heaven 1 Is this our misaon ? End in thif 

the prayers and '^ars, 
The toil, the strife, the watuhings of our younger, 

better years V 
Btill, aa the old world rolls in light, shall ours in 

shadow turn, 
A beamlesa Chaos, cursed of God, through outei 

darkness borne '/ 
Where the far nations looked for light, a blacknew 

iniheair? 
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Where for words of hope tliey listened, tKe long 
wall of despair ? 

Ihe Crisis presses on us ; face lo face mth m it 

stands. 
With solemn lips of question, like the Sphinx in 

Eg)-pt's sands I 
This day we fashion Destiny, our web of Fate wa 

This day for all hereafter choose we holiness or sin ; 
Even now from starry Gerizun, or Ebal's cloudy 

We call the dews of blesang or the bolta of cursing 

By all for which the martyrs bore their agony and 

shame ; 
By all the warning words of truth with which tha 

By Ihe Future which awiuts us ; by all the hopes 
which cast 

Their faint and trembling beams across the black- 
ness of the Past; 

And by the blessed thought of Hun who for Earth's 
freedom died, 

O, my people 1 O, my brothers I let us choose the 
righteous side. 

So shall the Northern pioneer go joyful onhia way; 
To wed Penobscot's waters to San Francisco's bay; 
To make the rugged places smooth, and sow the 

vales with grain ; 
And bear, with Liberty and Law, the Bible in his 

train ; 
The mighty West shall bless the East, and sea shall 

answer sea. 
And mountain unto mountain call : Praise God, 
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THE KNIGHT OF ST. JOHN. 

EnE down yon blue Carpathian hills 

The sun shall sink again 1 
Farewell to lite and alfita ilia, 

Farewell to cell and chain. 

These prison shades are dark and cold, — 

But, darker far than they, 
The shadow of a sorrow old 

Is on my heart alway. 

For since the day when Warkworth wood 

Closed o'er my steed and I, 
An alien from my name and blood, 

A weed cast out to die, — 

When, looking back in sunset light. 



Like one who from some desert shore 
Doth home's green isles descry. 

And, vainly longini;, gazes o'er 
The waste of wave and sky ; 
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So from tte desert of my fate 

I gaze across the past ; 
Forever on lii'e's dial-plate 

The shade is backward oast I 

Pve wandered wide from shore to shore, 
I've knelt at many a shrine ; 

And bowed me to the rotky floor 
Where Bpthlehem'a tapers shine ; 

And by the Holy Sepulchre 
I've pled";ed my kni":htiy sword 

To Christ, his blessed Church, and her, 
The Mother of our Lord. 

Oh, vain the vow, and vain the strife I 
How vain do all things seem 1 

My soul is in the past, and life 
To-day is but a dream I 

In vain the penance strange and Icmg, 
And hard for flesh to bear ; 

The prayer, the fasting, and the thoDg. 
And sackcloth shirt of hair. 

The eyes of memory will not sleep,— 

Its ears are open still ; 
And vi^Is with the past they keep 

Against my feeble wilL 

And slill the loves and joys of old 



I see the flow of locks of gold, 
The shine of loving eyes I 

Ah me I upon another's breast 
Those golden locks recline ; 

I see upoQ another rest 

The glance that once was min 
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" faltHeas Priest ! — O perjured knight 1 ' 

Z hear the Master cry ; 
" Shut out the vision from thy sight, 

Let Earth and Nature die 

" The Churth of God is now thy spouse, 
And thou the bridegroom art ; 

Then let the burden of thy yowa 
Crush down thy human heart I " 

In Tain ! This heart its grief must knoir, 

Till Ufe itself halh ceased, 
And falls beneath the self-same blow, 

The lover and the priest 1 



Pray for a weak and sinful knight, 
A suffering man uphold. 

Then let the Paynim work his will, 
And death nziblnd my cliain, 

Ere down yon blue Carpathian hill 
The sun shall fall agaon. 



THE HOLT LAND. 



I HAVE not felt o'er seafl of sand. 

The rocking of the desert bark ; 
Nor laved at Hebron's Ibunt my hand, 

By Hebron's palm-trees cool and dark; 
Nor pitched my tent at even-fall, 

On dust where Job of old has Iain, 
Nor dreamed beneath its canvas wall, 

Tha dream of Jacob o'er again. 
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One vast world-page remfuns unread ; 

How shine tlie stars in Chaldea's sky, 
How sounds the reverent pilfrrim's tread, 

How beats the heart wifli God so nigh I- 
How round gray arch and polumn lone 

The spirit of the old time broods, 
And sighs ill all the winds that inoun 

Along the sandy solitudes ! 



Nor9( 

Where buriecTiyre . . 

The Christian's prayer I have not stud. 

In Tadmor's temples of decay. 
Nor startled with my dreary tread. 

The waste where Memnon's empire lay. 

Nor have I, from thy haUowed tide, 

O, Jordan ! heard the low lament, 
like that sad wail along tby ade. 

Which Israel's moarnful prophet sent I 
Nor thrilled within that grotto lone. 

Where deq> in night, the Bard oi' Kings 
Pelt hands of lire direct his own. 

And sweep for God the conscious strings, 

I have not climbed to Olivet, 

Nor laid me where my Saviour lay. 
And left his trace of tears as yet 

By angel eyca unwept away; 
Nor watched at midnight's srlemn time. 

The garden where his prayer and groan, 
■Wrung by his sorrow and our crime, 

Rose to One listening ear alone. 

I have not iisaed the rock-hewn grot, 
Where in his Mother's anns he lay. 

Nor knelt upon the sacred spot 
Where last his footsteps pressed the clay; 
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Nor looked on that sad mountain head, 
Hot smote my ginful breast, where wide 

His arms to fold tlic woi'ld lie spread. 
And bowed liis head to blcas — and died I 



Blest land of Judca I thriee ballowed of song, 
Wbere the holiest of memories pilgrim-like tbrongj 
In the shade of thy pahns, by the shores of thy 

On the hilk of thy beauty, my heart ia with thee. 

With the eye of a spirit I look on that shore, 
Where pll"rim and prophet have hiLKered before; 
With the glide of a spirit I traverse the sod 
Made bright by the steps of the aogels of God. 

Blue sfa of the hills '^m mv spirit I hear 
Thi waters, Geneoaret, chime on my car; 
Where the Lowly and Ju?t with the people eat 

And thi spray on the diiit of his sandals wai 
thrown 



Beyond are Bethulia'a mouotdns of green, 
And the desolate hills of the wild Gadarene ; 
And I pause on the goatH3ra™s of Tabor to see 
The gleam of thy waters, O dark GaUlee 1 

Hark, a sound in the valley I where, swoUeo and 

strong, 
Thy river, Kishon, is sweeping along ; 
Where the Canaanito strove with Jehovah in vain, 
And thy torrent grew dark with the blood of tha 
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Tiiere down from his 

And Napthali's sta^, with his eye-balls of flame. 
And the chariots of Jabin rolled harmlessly on, 
For the arm of the Lord was Abinoam's eon I 

There sleep the still rocka and the <.averns whidi 

To the song which the beautiful prophetess sang, 
When the prin'ies of lasachar stood by her side, 
And the shout of a host in its triumph repUed. 



And Bethanj-'a palm-trees in beauty still throw 
Their shadows at noon on the ruins below; 
But where are the sisters who hastened to greet 
The lowly Bcdeemer, and sit at his feet ? 

I tread where the TWELVE in their way-faring trod," 
I stand where they stood with the cho3EN op 

God— 
Where his blesMng was heard and bis lessons 

Where the blind were restored and the healing 

Oh, here with his flock the sad Wanderer came— 
These hills he toiled over in grief, are the same^ 
The founts where he drank by the wa)-side still flow, 
And the same airs are blowmg which breathed oa 
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For the crown of her pride to the mocker hath 

And the holy Shechinah is dark where it shone. 

But wherefore this dream of the earthly abode 
Of Humanity elollied iu the brightness '■'' Qod? 
Were my spirit but turned from the o ward and 

It could gaze, even now, on the presence of Him I 

Not in plouds and in terrors, but gentle aa when. 
In love and in meekness, He moved amon^ men; 
And the voice which breathed peace to the wavea 

of the sea, 
In the hush of my spirit would whisper to me I 

And what if my feet may not tread wl.c^re He stood, 
Nor my eara hear the dashing of Galilee's Hood, 
Hor my eyes see the cross which He bovA him to 

Hor my knees press Gethsemane'a garden of prayer. 

Tet loved of the Father, thy Spirit Is near 
To the meek, and the lowly, and penitent here; 
And the voice of tby lova is the same even now, 
As at Bethany's tomb, or on Olivet's brow. 

Oh, the outward bath gone 1— but in glory and 

power, 
The HPcsiT surviveth the things of an hour; 
Unchanged, undccaying, its Pentetost flame 
On the heart's secret altar is burning the same I 
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TeBT hear tbee not, O God I nor see- 

BeneatI] tby rod they mock at ^ee ; 

The princes of our ancient line 

Lie drunken with Assyrian wine ; 

The jiriests around thy altar speat 

The false words which their hearers seek , 

And hymna which ChaWea's wanton maids 

Have sung in Dura'a idol-shades, 

Are with the Levites' chant ascending. 

With Zion's holiest anthems blending t 

On Israel's bleeding bosom set, 

The heathen heel is crushing yet; 

The towers upon onr holy hill 

Echo Chaldean footsteps still. 

Oui- wasted shrines — who weeps for them ? 

Who moiimeth for Jerusalem ? 

Who tunieth from his gains away 1 

Whose knee with mine is bowed to pray ? 

Who, leaving feast and purpling cup, 

Takes Zion's lamentation up ? 



And where the sullen Chebar crept, 
The ritual of my fathers kept 
The water for tie trenth 1 drsw, 
The firsUin^ of the flock 1 slew, 
And, Btaiidm" at the altar's side, 
I shared the Levites' Liigering pride, 
That still amidst her mocking loea, 
The sm<Ae of Zion's olTering rose. 

In sudden whirlwind, cloud and flame. 
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.The Spirit of the Highest came t 
Before mine eyes a vision passed, 
A gloiy temble and vast ; 
With dreadful eyes of living things, 
And sounding sweep of angel wings, 
Witli circling light and sapphire throne. 
And flame-lie form (rf One thereon, 
And voice of that dread Likenesa sent 
Down from the crj-stal firmament I 

The burden of a prophet's power 

Fell on me in that fearful hour ; 

From off unutterable woes 

The curtain of the future rose; 

I saw far down the coming lame 

The fiery chastisement of crime ; 

With noise of mingling hosts, and Jar 

Of felling towers and shouts of war, 

I saw the nations rise and fall, 

Lite fire-gleams on my tent's white waU. 

In dream and trance, I saw the slain 
Of Egypt heaped lifce harvest grain ; 
I saw the walls of sea-born Tyre 
Swept over by the spoiler's fire ; 
And heard the low, expiring moan 
Of Edom on his rocky throne ; 
And, woe is me I the wild lament 
From Zion's desolation sent ; 
And felt within my heart each blow 
Which laid her hdy places low. 

In bonds and sorrow, day by day, 
Before the pictured tile I lay ; 
And there, as in a mirror, saw 
The coming of Assjria's war, — 
Her swarthy lines of spearmen pass 
Like locusts through Bethhoron's grass ; 
I saw them draw their stormy hem 
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Of battle round Jerusalem ; 

And, listening, heard the Hebrew w^ 

Blend wili the viclor-lrump of Baal I 

Who trembled at my warning word ? 

Who owned the prophet of tbe Loid ? 

How mocked the rude — how eeofled the yile— 

How stung the Levites scornful smile, 

Aa o'er my spirit, dark and slow, 

The shadow crept of Israel's woe, 

As if the angel's moarnful roll 

Had lefl^ ita record on my soul, 

And traced in lines of darkness there 

The picture of its great despair 1 

e hour I feel 
_ , , iphecy unseal. 
Prince, priest, and Leyite, gaflier 



iij- lips in prophecy unseal. 
Prince, priest, and Leyite, gal 
And Salem's daughters haste to hear, 
On Chebar's waste and alien shore. 
Tie harp of Judah swept once more. 
They listen, aa in Babel^s throng 
The Chaldeans to (he dancer's soag, 
Or wild sabbeka's nightly play, 



And thus, oh Prophet-bard of old, 
Hast thou thj; tale of sorrow told I 
The same which earth's unwelcome seei 
Have felt in all succeeding years. 
Sport of the changefu! multitude, 
Nor calmly heanl nor understood, 
Their song has seemed a trick of art, 
Their warnings but the actor's part 
With bonds, and scorn, and evil wilL 
The world requites its prophets sliU. 
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Srj was it when the Holy One 
The ganuents of the flesh put on I 
Men followed where the liighest led 
For common gitfe of daily bread, 
And gross of ear, of Tision dim, 
Owned not the God-like power of Him. 
V(uu as a dreamer's words to them 
His wail above Jerusalem, 
And meaningless the watch He kept 
Through whieh his weak disciples slept. 

Yet shrink not thou, whoe'er thou art, 
For God's great purpose set apart, 
Before whose far discernin" eyes, 
The Future as the Present lies 1 
Beyond a narrow-bounded age 
Stretches thy prophe^he^iti^e, 
Through Heaven's dim spaces angel-trod. 
Through arches round the throne of God 1 
Thy auilience, worlds !— all Time to be 
The witness of the Truth in thee I 



THE WIFE OP MANOAH TO HEB 
HUSBAND. 

Against the sunset's glowing wall 
The city towers rise black and tall, 
Where Zorah on its rocky height, _ 
Stands like an armed man in fee light. 

Down Eshtaol's vales of ripened grain 
Palls like a cloud the night amain. 
And up the hill-sides climbing slow 
The barley reapers homeward go. 
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Loot, dearest I how our fair child's head 
The aunset light Iiath hallowod, 
Where at this olive's foot he lies, 
Uplooking to the tranquil skiea. 

Oh ! while beneath the fervent heat 
Thy sickle swept the bearded wheat, 
I've watched with mingled joy and dread, 
Our child upon his grassy bed. 

Joy, which the mother feels alone 
Whose morning hope like mine had flown. 
When to her bosom, over blessed, 
A dearer Ufe than hers is pressed. 

Dread, for the future dark and still, 
Which shapes our dear one to its will ; 
Forever in his large calm eyes, 
I read a tale of sacrifice. — 

The same foreboding awe I felt 

When at the altar's side we knelt, 

And he, who as a pilgrim came, 

Bose, winged and glorious, through the flam* 

I slept not, though the wild bees made 
A dreamlike murmuring in the shade, 
And on me thi; warm-fingered hours 
Pressed with the drowsy smell of flowers. 

Before me, in a vision, rose 
The hosts of Israel's aeomful foes,— 
Bank over rank, helm, .shield, and spear, 
Ghttered in noon's hot atmosphere. 

I heard their boast, and bitter word, 
Their mockery of the Hebrew's Lord, 
I saw their hands his ark assail, 
Their feet profane his holy veiL 



«jhy Google 



«TFE OP MANOAH TO HER HUSBAND. 23' 

No angel down the blue space spoke. 
No tbunder from the still sky broke, 
But in their midst, in power and awe, 
Like God's waked wrali, ova child I sawl 

A child no more ! — harsh-browed and strong, 
He towered a giant in the throng, 
And down his shoulders, broad and bare, 
Swept the black terror of his hair. 

He ndsed bis arm — he smot* amain, 
As round the reaper falls the grain, 
So the dark host around him fell. 
So sank the foes of Israel 1 

Again I looked. In sunlight shone 
The towers and domes of Askelon. 
Priest, warrior, slave, a roighty crowd 
Within her idol temple bowed. 

Yet one knelt not; stark, gaunt, and blind. 
His arms the massive pillars twined,— 
An eyeless captive, strong with hate. 
He stood there like an evil Fate. 

The red shrines smoked — the trumpets pealed— 
He Klooped — the riant columns reeled — 
Keeled tower ana fane, sank aroh and wall. 
And the thick dust-cloud closed o'er all I 

Above the shriek, the crash, the groan 
Of the fallen pride of Askelon, 
1 heard, sheer down the echoing sky, 
A voice as of an angel cry. — 

The voice of him, who at our side 
Sat through the golden eventide, 
Of him, who on thy altar's bla^e 
£ose fire-winged, with his song of praise ' 
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" Kejoice o'er Israel's broken chain, 
Graji mother of the mighty slain ! 
Rejoice ! " it cried, " He vanquisheth 1 
The strong in life is strong in death I 

" To him shall Zorah's daughters raise 
Through coming years their hymns of ptajse, 
And Lrray old men, at evening l*Q 
Of all he wrought for IsraeL 

" And thev who sing and they who hear 
Alike ehall hold thy memory dear, 
And pour their blesdngs on thy head, 
Oh, mother of the mighty dead 1 " 

It ceased : and though a sound I heard 
As if groat -wings the still air stirred, 
I only saw the barley sheaves. 
And hills half hid by olive leaves. 

I bowed my face, in awe and fear. 

On the dear child who slumbered near, 

" With me, as with my only son. 

Oh God I " I said, " Thy will be boke ! " 



THE CITIES OF THE PLAIN. 

" Get ye up from the wrath of God's terrible day 
Ungirded, unsandalleil, arise and away I 
Tis the vintage of blood — 'tis the fulness of time, 
And vengeance shall gather the harvest of crime I " 

The warning was spoken — the righteous had gone, 
And the proud ones of ijodom were feasting fuone ; 
All gay was the liaJiquet— the revel was long, 
With the pounng of wine and the breathing of song. 
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'Twaa an evening of beauly ; the air was peri'ume, 
The earth was ail greenuess, the trees were all 

bloom ; 
And softly the delicate viol was heard. 
Like the murmur of love or Che notes of a bird. 

And beautiful maidens moved donn in (he dan^ 
With the magio of motion and sunshine of glance; 
And white arms wreathed lightly, and tresses fell 

As the plumage of birds in some tropical tree. 

Where the shrines of fonl idols were Ugbted on high, 
And wantonness tempted the lust of the eye ; 
Midst rites of obseeneness, strange, loathsome, ab- 
horred. 
The blasphemer scoffed at the name of the Lord. 

Hark I the growl of the thunder — the quaking of 

earth I 
Woe— woe to the worship, and woe to the mirth I 
The black sky has opened — there's flame in the 

The red arm of vengeance is lifted and bare I 



Then the shriek of the dying rose wild where the 

And the low tone of love had been whispered along ; 
For the fierce flames went lightly o'er palace and 

Like the red tongues of demons, to blast and devourl 

Down — down, on the fallen, the red ruin rained, 
And the reveller sank with his wine-cup undrained; 
The foot of the dancer, the music's loved thrill. 
And the shout and the laughter grew suddenly still. 
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The last groan of horror rose wildly and vain. 
And death brooded over the pride of the Plsun 1 



THE CRUCIFIXION. 

Sunlight upon Judea's hiDs 1 
And on the wavea of Galilee— 

On Jordan's stream, and on the rills 
That feed the dead and sleeping sea 1 

Most freshly from the green wood springs 

The light hreeze on its scented winga ; 

And gayly quiver in the sun 

The cedar tops of Lebanon I 

A few more hours — a change hath come I 

The sky is dark without a cloud I 
The shouts of wrath and joy are dumb, 

And proud knees unto earth are bowed. 
A change is on the hill of Death, 
The helmed watchers pant for breath, 
And turn with wild and maniac eyea 
From the daric scene of sacrifice I 

That Sacrifice ! — the death of Him — 

The High and ever Holy One I 
Well may the conscious Heaven grow dim, 

And iDlacfcen the beholding Sun 
The wonted light hath fled away, 
Night settles on the middle day, 
And earthquake from his cavemed bed 
Is waking with a thrill of dread ! 

The dead are waking underneath ! 

Their prison door is rent away ! 
And, ghastly with the seal of death. 

They wander in the eye of day 1 
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The temple of tiie Cherubim, 
Tlie House of God is cold aud dim ; 
A curse Is on ila trembling walls, 
Ite mighty veil asunder falls I 

Well may the cavern-depths of Earth 

Be shaken, and her mountains nod ; 

Well may the sheeted dead come ibrth 

To gaze upon a suffering God 1 
Well may the temple-shrine grow dim, 
And shadoiTS veil the Cherubim, 
When He, the chosen one of Heaven, 
A sauiifice for guilt is given I 

And shall the sinful heart, alone. 

Behold unmoved the atoning hour. 
When Nature trembles on her throne, 
And Death resigns his iron power ? 
Oh, shall the heart — whose sinfulness 
Gave keenness to his sore distress. 
And added to his tears of blood — 
£efuse its trembling gratitude I 



THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM 



Where ITme (he measure of his hours 
By changeful bud and blossom keeps. 

And like a young biide eroivnud with flowei% 
Fair Shiraz in her garden sleeps; 



The Spring 
Less sweet than those his thoughts have s( 
In the warm soil of Persian hearts : 
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There sat the ati'anger, where the shade 
Of scattered date-trees thinly laj, 

While in the hot clear heaven delayed 
The long, and still, and weary day. 

Strange trees and fVuits above him hung, 
Strange odorj filled the sultry air, 

Strange oirds upon the branches swung, 
Sh-auge insect voices murmured there. 

And strange bright blossoms shone around, 
Turned sunward from the shadowy bowers, 

As if the Gheber's soul had found 
A fitting home in Iran's flowers. 

Whate'er he saw, whate'er he heard. 
Awakened feelings new and sad, — 

No Christian garb, nor Christian word, 
Nor church with Sabbalh bell chimes glad, 

But Moslem graves, with turban stones. 

And mosque-spires gleaming white, in view. 

And gray-beard MoUahs in low tones 
Chanbng their Koran service through. 

The flowers which smiled on either hand 
Like tempting fiends, were such as they 

Which once, o'er all that Eastern land, 
As ^fts on demon altars lay. 

As if the burning eve of Baal 

The servant of bis Conqueror inew, 

Prom skies which knew no cloudj veil. 
The Sun's hot glances smote bmi through 

" Ah me ! " the lonely stranger said, 
" The hope which led my footsMpa on. 

And light from Heaven around them shed, 
O'er weary wave and waste, is gone I 
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" Where are the harvest fields all white, 
For Truth to thrust her siekle in ? 

Where flock the souls, like doves in flight, 
From the Jark hiding-place of sin V 

" A silent horror broods o'er all — ■ 

The burden of a hateful spell — 
The very flowers around recall 

The hoary magi's rites of bell 1 

"And what am I, o'er such a land 
The banner of the Cross to bear ? 

Dear Lord, uphold me with thy hand, 
Thy strength with human weakness shari 

He ceased ; for at his very feet 
In nuld rebuke a floweret smiled — 

H<Sw thrilled his sinking heart to greet 
The Star-flower of the Viigin's child 1 

Sown by some wanderiog Frank, it drew 

Its life from alien air and earth, 
Aad told to Paynun sun and dew 

The story of the Saviour's birth. 

From scorching beams, in kindly mood, 
The Persian plants its beauty screened- 

And on its pagan sisterhood. 

In love, the Christian floweret leaned. 

With tears of joy toe wanderer felt 

The darkness of his long despair 
Before that hallowed symbol melt, 

Which God's dear love had nurtured ther» 

From Nature's face, that simple flower 
The lines of sin and sadness swept; 

Ar.d Magian pile and Paynim hower 
In peace like that of Gden slepL 
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Eaeli Moslem tomb, and cypress old, 
IvDokud holy through the sunset iur; 

And angel-Iike, the Muezzm told 

From tower and mosque the hour of prayer. 

With cheerful steps, the morrow's dawn 
From Shlraz saw the stranger part ; 

The Star-flower of the Vii^n-Bom 
Still blooming in his hopeful heart I 



One hymn more, O my lyre I 
Praise to the God above. 
Of joy and life and love, 

Sweeping ita strings of fire I 

)h 1 who the speed of bird and wind 
And sunbeam's glance will lend Ui me, 

That, soaring upward, I may find 
My restjng-place and home in Thee? — 

Thou, whom my soul, uudst doubt and gloom, 
Adoreth with a fervent flame — 

Mysterious spirit I unto whom 

Swiftly my lyre's soft nmromrs go. 

Up from the cold and joyless earth, 
BacE to the God who bailc them fiow. 

Whose moving spirit sent them forth. 
But as for me, God ! for me, 

The lowly creature of thy will, 
Lingering and sad, I sigh U) Thee, 

AJi earth-bound pilgrim still 1 
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Was not my spirit born to shine 

Whnre yonder stars and suns are glowing? 
To breathe with them the light divine, 

From God's own holy aitar flowing? 
To be, indeed, whate'er the soul 

In dreams hath thirsted for so Ion" — 
A portion of Heaven's glorious whole 

Of loveliness and song? 

<)h ! watther^of the stars at night, 

Who breathe their fire, as we the air — 
Suns, thunders, stai^ and rays of light, 

Oh I say, is He, the Eternal, there? 
Bend fhere around his awful throne 

The seraph's glance, the angel'a knee ? 
Or are thy mmost depths his own, 

wild and mighty sea ? 

Thouo-hts of my sonl, how swift ye gol 

Swift as the eagle's glance of fire, 
Or arrows from the archer's bow, 

To the far aim of your desire ! 
Thought atXer thought, ye thronging me, 

Like spring-doves from the startled wood, 
Bearing like them your sacrifice 

OfmumcuntoGodl 

And shall those thoughts of joy and love 

Gome back a^ain no more to me ? — 
Betarning like the Patriarch's dove 

Wing-wearv from the eternal sea, 
To bear witlnn my longing arms 

The promise-bough of kindlier skies, 
Plucfeeil from the green, Immortal pahni 

Which shadow F 

All-ni 
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Uiilil it folds its weary wing 

Once more within the hand divine ; 

So, weary from ita wandering. 
My spirit turns to thiae 1 

Child of the sea, tlie niountain stream, 

From its dark caverns, hurries on, 
Ceaseless, by night and morning's beam, 

Bj- evening's star and noontide's sun, 
Unhl at last jt sinks to rest, 

O'erwearied, in the waiting sea. 
And moans upon Its mother's breast — 

So turns my soul to Thee I 

O Thou who bidst the torrent flow. 

Who lendest wings unto the wind — 
Mover of all tMngsf where art thou? 

Oh, whither sluill I go to find 
The secret of thy resting-place ? 

Is there no holy wing for me, 
Hiat, soaring, I may search the apace 

Of highest heaven for Thee? 

Ok, would I were as free to rise 

As leaves on Autumn's whirlwind bomB— 
The arrowy light of sunset skies. 

Or sound, or ray, or star of mom 
WMci melts in heaven at twilight's close, 

Or aught which soars uneheJked and free 
TliroTigh Earth and Heaven ; that I migh'. lose 

Myself in finding Thee I 



When the breath divine is flowing. 
Zephyr-like o'er all things going, 
And as the touch of viemess finnere, 
Softly on my soul it lingers, 
Open to a breath the lightest, 
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Conscious of a touch the slightest — 
As some cahn etill lake, whereon 
Sinks the saowj-bosomed awaii, 

Circle round hor moving minga : 
When my upward "aze 13 turning 
Where the stars of heaven are burning 
Through the deep and dark abyss — 
Flowers of midnight's wildurnesa, 
Blowing with the evening's breath 
Sweetly in their Maker's path : 

When the breaking daj^ is flushing 
All the East, and Eght is gushing 
Upward through the horizon's haze, 
Sheaf-like, with its thousand rajs 
Spreading, until all above 
Overflows with joy and love, 
And below, on eai-th's green bosom, 
All is changed to light and blossom : 

When my waking fancies over 
Forms of brightness flit and hover. 
Holy as the seraphs ai*, 
Who by Zion's fountains wear 
On their foreheads, white and broad, 
" HOLiNEaa UNTO the Lokd I " 
When, inspired with rapture high, 
It wonld seera a single aigh 
Could a world of love create- 
That my Itfe could know no date. 
And my eager thoughts could fill 
Heaven and Earth, o'erflowing still I — 

Then, O Father!— Thou alone. 

From the shadow of Thy throne. 

To the aigldng of my breast 

And its rapture answerest- 

Al". my thoughts, which, upward winging. 
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Bathe where ^hy own li^ht is sprtn^iq; — 
All my yearnings to be free 
Are as eclioea answering Thee 1 

Seldom ujwn lips of mine 

Father! reals that name of thine— 

Deep within my inmost breast, 
In the secret place of mind, 
Like an awful presence shrined, 

Doth the dreati idea rest I 

HiishBd and holy dwells it there — 

Prompter of the ?ilent prayer, 

Lifting up my spirit's eye 

And ita l^nt, but earnest cir, 

From its dark and cold abode, 

Unto thee, my Guide aod (Jod! 



THE FEMALE MARTYR. 



" Bring out your dead I " the midnight street 
Heard and gave back the hoarse, low call ; 

Harsh fell the tread of hasty feet — - 

Glanced through the dark the coarse white sheet— 
Her coffin and her pall. 

" What — only one ! " The brutal hackman said, 
Aa, with an oalh, he spurned away the dead. 

How sunk the inmost hearts of all, 

As rolled that dead-cart slowly by, 
With <:reakin™ wheel anil harsh ho<^fallI 
The dying tume<l him to the wall, 

To hear it and to die 1 — 
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Onward it rolled ; while oft its driver stayed, 
And hoarsely clamored, " Ho !— bring out youi 

It paused beside the burial-place ; 

" Toss in jour load I " — and it was done.— 
With quick hand and averted face. 
Hastily to the grave's embrace 

They cast them, one by one — 
Stranger and friend— tlie evil and the just, 
Togetlier trodden iu the churchyard dust 1 

And thou, young martyr !— thou wast tl»r»— 

No white-robed sisters round thee trod— 
Nor holy hjTQu, nor funeral prayer 
Eose through the damp and noisome mr, 

Giving thee to thy (kid ; 
Nor flower, nor cross, nor hallowed taper gave 
Grace to the dead, and beauty to the fp-ave I 

Yet, gentle sufferer I— there shall be, 

In eveiy heart of kindly feeling, 
A rite as holy paid to thee 
As if beneath tTie convcnt^tree 

Thv Mstcrbood wero kneeling, 
At vesper hours, like sorrowing angels, keeping 
Their tearful watch aiwmid Uiy place of eleepiag 

For thou wast one in whom the light 

Of Heaven's own love was kindled weU. 
Enduring with a martjT's might. 
Through weary day and wakeful night, 

Far more than words may tell ; 
Gentle, and meek, and lowly, and unknown— 
Thy mercies measured by thy God alone I 

Where manly hearts were failinn,— where 

The thi-ongful street grew tbuf with deatli, 
O higli-souled martyr 1 — thou wast there, 
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Inliallog from the loathsome Mr, 

Poison with every breatii, 
Yet shrinking not from offioes of dread 
For the wrung dying, and the unoonsoious dead 

And, where the sickly taper shed 

Iti light through vapors, damp, confined, 
Hushed as a seraph's Jell thy tread — 
A new Elettra by the bed 

Of suffering human-kind I 
Pointbg the spirit, in its dark dismay. 
To that pure hope which fadeth not away- 
Innocent teacher of the hinh 

And holy mysteriea of Heaven I 
How turned to thee each glaring eye, 
In mute and awfijl sympaUiy, 

As thy low prayers were given ; 
And the o'er-hovering Spoiler wore, the while, 
An angel's features — a deliverer's smile ! 

A blessed task I — and worthy one 

Who, turning from the world, as thou. 
Before life's pathway had begun 
To leave its spring-time flower and sun. 

Had sealed her early vow; 
Giving to God her beauty and her youth, 
Her pure afflictions and her guileless truth. 

Earth may not claim thee. Nothing here 

Could be for thee a meet reward ; 
Thine is a treasure far more dear — 
Eye hath not seen it, nor the ear 

Of liying mortal heard, — 
The joys prepared — the promised bliss aboT^— 
The holy presence of Eternal Love 1 



Sleep o 
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The deeds by martial raanliood wrougtt, 
The lofty energies of thought, 

The fire of poesj^— - 
These have but frail aud fading honors ; — thine 
Shall Time unto Eternity consign. 

Tea, and when thrones shall crumble down, 
And human pride and gi-andeur fall, — 

The herald's line of lon^ renown— 

The mitre and the kingly crown- 
Perishing glories all 1 

The pure devotion of tiiy generous heart 

Shall live in Heaven, of which it waa a part 



THE FROST SPIRIT. 

He comes— he comes—the Frost Spirit comesi 

You may trace his footsteps now 
On the naked woods and the blasted fields and the 

brown hill's withered brow. 
He has smitten the leaves of the gray old trees 

where their pleasant green came forth. 
And the winds, which follow wherever he goes, 

have shaken them down to earth. 

He comes — he comes— the Frost Spirit cornea 1 — 

fi'om the frozen Labrador — 
From the icy bridge of the Northern seas, which 

the white hear wanders o'er — 
Where the fisherman's sail is stiff with ico, and 

the luckless forms below 
(n the sunless cold of the hngering night info 

marble statues grow I 

He jomes— he comes — the Frost Spirit comes I— on 
lie rushing Northern blast, 
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And the dart Norwegian pines have Tiowed its hii 

fearful breath w«iit past. 
With an unseorohed wing he has hurried on, where 

the fires of Heela glow 
On the darkly heautiful sky above and the ancient 



e Froat Spirit conaea I — 

and the quiet lake shall feel 
The torpid toueh of his glazing breath, and ring to 

the skater's heel ; 
And the streams which danced on the broken rocks, 

or sang to the loaning grass, 
Shall bow Afftaa to their winter chdn, and in 

mournful silence pass. 

He comes — he comes — the Frost Spirit comes I — 
let us meet him as we may, 

And turn with the light of the parlor-fire his evil 
power away; 

And gather closer tlie circle round, when that fire- 
light dances high. 

And laugh at the shriek of the haiHed Fiend as his 
Bounding ning goes by I 



THE TAUDOIS TEACHER.*' 
" Oh, lady fair, these silks of mine are beautiful 

The richest web of the Indian loom, which beauty'e 

queen might wear; 
And my pearls are pure as thy own fair neck, with 

whose radiant light they vie ; 
I havn brought them with me a weary way, — will 

my gentle lady buy 't " 
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And the ladf smiled on the worn ohi man through 

the dark ami clustering curls, 
Which veiled her brow as she bent to view his silka 

and gUtterin^ pearia ; 
And she placed their price in the old man's band, 

and lighfly turned away, 
But she paused at the wanderer's earnest call— 

" My gentle lady, stay I " 

" Oh, lady fiur, I have yet a gem which a purer 
lustre flings, 

Than the diamond flash of the jewelled crown on 
the lofty brow of kings — 

A wonderful pearl of exceeding price, whose virtue 
shall not decay, 

Whose light shall be as a spell to thee and a bless- 
ing on thy way I " 

The lady glanced at the mirroring steel where her 

Where her eye shone tlear, and her dark locks 
waved their claspinir pearls between ; — 

Bring forth thy pearl of exceeding worth, thou trav- 
eller gray and old — 

And name tbe price of thy precious gem, and my 
page shall count thy gold. 

The cloud went off from the pilgrim's brow, as a 

small and meagre book, 
Unchased with gold or gem of cost, from his folding 

robe he took I 
" Here, lady fair, is the pearl of price, may it prove 

as such to thee I 
Nay — keep thy gold — I ask it not, for the word of 

God is tree I " 

The hoary traveller went his wav, but the gift ha 
left behind 

Hath had its pure and perfect work on that high- 
born maiden's mind, 
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And slie hath turned from the pride of sin to tbe 

lowliness of truth, 
And given her human heart to God in its beaulifUl 

hour of youth I 

And she hath left the gray old halls, where an esil 

faith had power, 
Tho courtly kniglits of her father's train, and the 

m«dena of her bower ; 
And she hath gone to the Vaudois vales by lordly 

feet untrod, 
Where the poor and needy of earth are rich in the 

perfect love of God I 



THE CALL OF THE CHRISTIAN. 

Not always as the whirlwind's rush 

On Horeb's mount of fear. 
Not always as the burning bush 

To Midian's shepherd seer. 
Nor as the awful voice which came 

To Israel's prophet bards, 
Nor as tbe tongues of cloven flame. 

Nor gift of fearful words— 

Not always (bus, with outward aign 

Of fire or voice from Heaven, 
The message of a truth divine 

Tlie caU of God is given 1 
Awakino^ in the human heart 

Love for the true and right — 
Zeal for tbe Christian's " better part," 

Strength for tie Christian's fight 

Nor unto manhood's heart alone 
The holy influence steals : 
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Warm with a rapture not its own. 

The heart of woman feels ! 
As she who by Samaria's wall 

The Saviour's errand sought — 
As those who with the fervent Paul 

Anil meek Aquila wrought ; 

Or those meek ones whose martyrdom 

Rome's gathered ^andeur saw ; 
Or those who in their Alpine home 

Braved the Crusader's war, 
When the green Vaudois, trembling, heai^ 

Through all ita vales of death, 
The martyr's song of triumph poured 

From woman's failing breath. 

And gently, by a thousand thin^ 

Which o'er our spirits pass, 
Like breezes o'er the harp's fine stringa, 

Or vapors o'er a glass, 
Leaving their token strange and new 

Of music or of shade, 
The summons to the right and true 

And merciful is made. 

Oh, then, if gleams of truth and light 

Flash o'er thy waiting mind, 
Unfolding to thy mental ^ght 

The wants of human kind ; 
If brooding over human grief. 

The earnest wish is known 
To soothe and gladden with relief 

A" anguish not thine own j 

Though heralded with nought of fear. 

Or outward sign or show : 
Though only to the inward ear 

It whispers soft and low ; 
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Though dropping, as the manna feUf 

Unseen, yet from above, 
Noiseless as dew-fall, heed it well — 

Thy Father's eall of love ! 



MY SOUL AND 1 

Stakd still, my soul, in the ^ent dork 

I would question thee, 
Alone in the shadow drear and stark 

With God and me ! 

What, mjr soul, was thy errand here ? 

Wag it mirth or ease. 
Or heaping up dust from year to year ? 



■ heaping i 



Speak, eoul, aright ia his holy sight 

Whose eye looks slill 
And steadily on thee through the night : 

" To do his will I " 

What hast thou done, oh soul of mine, 

That thou tremblest so 'I— 
Hast thou wrought his task, and kept the line 

He bade thee go ? 

What, silent all ! — art sad of cheer ? 

Art fearful now ? 
When God seemed far and men were near 

How brave wert thou '/ 

Aha I thou tremhlest ! — well I see 

Thou'rt craven gi'own. 
b it so hard with GM and me 

To stand ahine V — 
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Summon thy sunshine bravery back 

Oh, wretched sprite ! 
Let me hear tiiy voice through this deep and black 

Abysmal night. 

What hast thou wrought for Eight and Truth, 

For God and Man, 
From the golden hours of bright-eyed youth 

To life's mid span ? 

Ah, soul of mine, thy tones I hear. 

But weak and low, 
Like far sad murmurs on my ear 

They come and go. 

" I haie wrestled stoutly with the Wrong. 

And borne the Ri<»ht 
From beneath the footfall of the throng 

To life and light. 

« Wherever Freedom shivered a chain, 

God speed, quoth I ; 
To Error amidst her shouting train 

I gave the lie." 

Ah, soul of minol ab, bouI of mine! 

Thy deeds are well : 
Were they wrought for Truth's sake or loi thine t 

My aoul, pray tell. 

** Of all the work my hand hath wrought 

Beneath the sky, 
Save a place in kindly human thought, 

No gain have I." 

Go to, go to ! — for thy very self 

Thy deeds were done; 
Thou for fame, the miser for pelf, 

Your ond is one ! 
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And where art thou going, soul of lOiiie 7 

Canst see the end ? 
And whilber this trouhled life of thine 

Evermore doth tend ? 

What daunts thee now ? — what shakes thee bo ? 

My sad soul say. 
" I see a vloud like a curtain low 

Hang o'er my way. 

"Whither I go I cannot tell; 

That cloud hanga hlack, 
High as the heaven and deep as bell, 

Across my track. 

" I see its shadow coldly enwrap 

The EOuls before. 
Sadly they enter it, step by step, 



" TbCT shrink, they shudder, dear God I they kneel, 

To thee in prayer. 
They shut their eyes on the cloud, but feel 

That it still is there. 

" In vain they turn from the dread Before 

To the Known and Gone ; 
For while gazing behind them evermore 

"Hieir feet glide on. 

" Yet, at times, 1 see upon sweet pale faces 

A hght bemn 
To trem we, as if from holy places 

And shrines within. 

" And at times methinlts their cold lips mova 

With hymn and prayer, 
As if somewhat of awe. but more of love 

And hope were there. 
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" J call on the souk who have left the light 

To reveal their lot ; 
I bend mine ear to that wall of night. 

And they answer not. 

" But I hear around me elgha of pain 

And the cry of tear, 
Ani] a sound like the slow sad dropping of r^iit 

Kach drop a tear I 

" Ah, the cloud ia dark, and day hj day, 

I am moving thither: 
1 must pass beneath it on my way — 

God pity me 1 — Whitiikk ? " 

Ah, soul of mine 1 80 brave and nise 

In the life-storm loud, 
Frontine so calmly all human eyes 

In flie sunlit crowd I 

Now atanding apart with God and me 

Thou art weakness all, 
Gazing vainly after the things to be 

'Oirough Death's dread wall. 

But never for thia, never for this 

Was thy bring lent; 
For the craven's fear is hut selfishness, 

Like his merriment- 
Polly and Fear are asters twain : 

One closing lier eyes. 
The other peopling the dark inane 

With spectral lies. 

Enow well, my aoul, God's hand controla 

Whate'er thou fearest ; 
Round Him in calmest music rolls 

Whate'er thou heareat. 
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What to thee la shadow, to Him is day. 

And the end He knowp.th, 
And not on a blind anil aimless way 

The spirit goeth. 

Matt sees no fiiture— a phantom show 

Is alone before him; 
Past Time is dead, and the grasses grow, 

And flowers bloom o'er him. 

Hothini; before, nothing behind: 

The steps of Faith 
Fall on the seeming void, and find 

The rock beneath. 

The Present, the Present is all thou hast 

For thy sure possessing ; 
Like the patriarch's angel hold it fast 

Till it gives its blessing. 

Why fear the night ? why shrink ftom Death, 

That phantom wan ? 
There is nothing in Heaven or earth beneath 

Save God and man. 

Peopling the shadows we turn from Him 

And from one another ; 
All is spectral and vague and dim 

Save God and our brother I 

Like warp and woof all destinies 



Pluck one tliread, and the we6 ye mar; 

Break but one 
Of a thousand keys, and the paining jar 

Through all will run. 
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Oh, restless spirit I wherefore striUQ 

Beyond tliy sphere ? — 
Heaven and hell, with their joy and pain, 

Are now and here. 

Back to thyself is meaaured well 

All thou hast given; 
Thy neighbor's wrong is thy present hell, 

His bliss, thy heaven. 

Anil in life, in death, in dark and light, 

AU are in God'a care ; 
Sound the blatk abyss, pierce the deep of night, 

And He is there I 

AU which is real now remaneth, 

Andfadethneter: 
The hand which upholds it now, sustainetb 

The sonl forever. 

Leaning on him, make with reverent meekness 

His own thy will, [new 

And with sti-ength from Him shall thy utter weak- 



And that cloud itself, which now before thee 

Lies dark in view. 
Shall with beams of light from the inner glory 

Be stricken through. 

And like meadow mist through Autumn's dawt 

UproUin" thin, 
lis thiekcBt tiiTds when about thee drawn 

Let sunlight in. 

Then of what is to be, and of what is done. 

Why queriest thou V — 
The past and the time to be are o-ae, 

And both are now I 
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TO A FETEND, 



How smiled the land of France 
Under thy blue eye's glance, 

Lkht-hearted rover 1 
Old walls of chateaux gray. 
Towers of an early day, 
Which the Three Colors play 

Flauntingly over. 

Now midst the brilliant train 
Thronirfng the banks of Seine! 

Now midst the splendor 
Of the wild Alnine range, 
Waking with caange on change 
Thoughta in thy young heart strange 
■y, and tender. 



Lovely, i 

Tales, soft Elysian, 
Lite those in the vi^oo 

Of Mirza, when, dreaming, 
He saw the long hollow dell. 
Touched by the prophet's spell, 
Into an ocean swell 

With itB isles teeming. 

Cliffs wrapped in snows of years, 
Splintering with iey spears 

Autumn's blue heaven : 
^jOOse rock and frozen slide, 
dun^ on the mountain side, 
if^tiDg their bn'ir to glide 

iJ^'^no'^ra worm-driven I 
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BUne stream, by castle old, 
Baron's and robber's hold, 

Peacefully flowing; 
Sweeping throaph vineyards gieen, 
Or wliore the cliffs are seen 
O'er tho broail wave between 

Grim shadows throwing. 

Or, where St. Peter's dome 
Swells o'er eternal Borne, 

Vast, dim, and solemn, — 
Hymns ever chaiitin" low — 
Censers swung to ana fro — 
Sable stoles sweeping slow 

Cornice and column I 

Oh, as IVom eacb and all 
Will there not vtriees call 

Evermore back again ? 
In the mind's galleiy 
Wilt thou not always see 
Dim phantoms beckon thee 

O'er that old track again ? 

New forma thy presence haunt — 
New voices softly chant — 

New faces greet thee t — 
PiWmis from many a shrine 
Hauowed by poet's line. 
At memory's magic sign, 

Bi^g to muet thee 

And when such visions come 
Unto thy olden home. 

Will they not waken 
Deep thoughts of llim whose hand 
Led thee o'er sea and land 
Back to the household band 

Whence thou wast taken 7 
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Wliilo, at tlie sunset time, 
Swells the oatlipdrars tliime. 

Yet, in thy cli-eaming, 
While to thy spirit's eye 
Yet the vast mountiuns lie 
Piled in the Switzer's sky. 

Icy and gleanuag : 

Prompter of silent prayer. 
Be the wild picture there 

In the mind's chamber. 
And, through each coming day 
Him, who, m BtaiF and stay, 
Watched o'er thy wandenng w^. 

Freshly remember. 

So, when the call shall be 
Soon or late unto thee, 

As to all ^ven, 
Sdll may that picture live, 
All its fair forms survive, 
And to thy spirit give 

Gladnesa in Heaven t 



THE ANGEL OF PATIENCE. 



To weary hearts, to moinrning homes, 
God's meekest Angel gcntlj' comes : 
No power has he lo banish pain. 
Or give us bai'k our lost i^ain ; 
And yet in tenderest love, our dear 
And Heavenly Father sends him here. 
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He mocks no grief iTltli idle cheer, 
Nor wounds with words the mourner'a 
But ills and woes he may not cure 
He kindly trains U3 to endure. 

Angel of Patience I sent to calm 
Our feverish brows witli coolin" palm 
To lay lie storms of hope and fear, 



And make oui 

Oh ! thou who moumest on thy way. 
With lon^n"3 for the close of day! 
He walks with thee, that Angel kind, 
And gently whispers " Be resipned : 
Bear up, hear on, the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordereth aU things well I ' 



Frirnd of my soul !— as with moist e 
I look up from this p^e of thine, 

Is it a dream that thou art nigh, 
Thy mild face gazing into mine ? 



Descends the quiet of the skies. 

The calm brow through the parted hair. 
The gentle lips which knew do guile. 

Softening the blue eye's thoughtful care 
With the bland beauty of thdr smile. 
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All me ! — at times that last dread « 
Of Frost awl Fire and moaning I 

Will cast its shade of doubt belweei 
The feilins eyes of Faith and th« 



Alike enthu^ast and s^^, 

Prophet and bard, thou gazest forth ; 

Lifting the Future's solemn veil ; 

The reaching of a mortal hand 
To pat a^de the cold and pale 

CSoud-curtains of the Unseen Land} 

In thoughts which answer to my own, 
In words which reach my inward ear, 

Like whispers from the void Unknown, 
I feel thy living presence here. 

The waves which lull thy body's rest, 
The dust thy pilgrim footsteps trod, 

Unwasted, through each change, attest 
The fixed economy of God. 

Shall these poor elements outlive 
The mind whose kingly will they wrou^t ? 

Thy Godlike energy of thought ? 

Thott litest, FoLLEJt I — uot in vain 
Hath thy fine spirit meekly borne 

The burthen of Life's cross of pain. 

And the thorned crown of suffering ■wara. 

Ohl while Life's solemn mystery "looms 
Around ua like a dungeou's waff — 

Silent earth's pale and crowded t«mbs. 
Silent the heaven which beuds o'er all I — 
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While (lay by day our loved onea dide 
In spectral silence, hushed and lone, 

To the cold shadows which divide 

The hving from the dread Unknown ; 

While even on the closing eye, 

And on the Up which moves in vmn. 

The seals of that etern mj-stery 
Their undiscovered trust retan ; — 

And only midst the gloom of death, 

Its mournful doubts and hauntin^fears, 

Two pale, sweet angels, Hope and Faith, 
Smile dimly on us through their tears ; 

"Tis something to a heart like mine 

To think of thee as liviog yet; 
To feel that such a light as thine 

Could not in utter darkness set. 

Less dreary seema the untried way 

Since thou hast left thy footprints there, 

And beams of mournful beauty play 
Round the sad Angel's sable hair. 

Oh ! — at this hour when half the sky 
Is glorious with its (jvening light, 

And fair broad fields of summer lie 
Hung o'er with greenness in my sight; 

While through these elm boughs wet with rj 
The sunset's golden walls are seen. 

With clover bloora and yellow grain 

And wood-draped hill and stream belwee 

I long to know if scenes like this 
Are hidden from an angel's eyes; 

If earth's familiar loveliness 

Haunts not thy Leaven's serener skiea. 
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And it may be that all wliicli lends 
Tho soul an upward impulse here, 

With a divioer beautj- blends, 
And greeta us in a holier sphere. 

Through groves where bligiiting nerer fell 
The humbler flowers of earth may twine ; 

And simple draughts from childhood's well 
Blend with the angel-tasted wine. 

But be the prylnff vision veiled, 

And let the seeking lips be dumb, — 

Where eyen seraph eyes have failed 
OK„n »„i v;T_j i_ ..^ 4 



We only know that thou hast gone, 

And that the same retumless tide 
Which bore thee from us still glides on. 

And we who mourn thee with it glide. 

On all thou lookest we shall look. 
And to our gaze ere long shall turn 

That pa^e of God's mysterious hook 
We so much wish, yet dread to learn. 

With Him, before whose awful powor 
Thy spirit bent its trembling knee ; — 

Who, in the silent greeting flower, 
And forest leaf, looked out on thee, — 

We leave thee, with a trust serene, 

Which Time, nor Chant'!!, nor Death can nwv«, 
Wlule with thy childlike faith we lean 

On Him whose dearest name is Love I 
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TO THE REFOKMEKS OF ENGLAND 

God blesB ye, brothers ! — in the fi^ht 
yo're waging now, ye cannot fail, 

For better is your sense of ricrht 
Than liing-iiJ'aft's triple mail. 

Than tyrant's law, or bint's ban 
More mighty is your simplest word ; 

The free heart of an honest man 
Than crosier or the sword. 

Go — let your bloated Church rehearse 
The lesson it has learned so well ; 

It moves not with its prayer or curse 
The gates of Heaven or heU. 

Let the State scaffold rise again — 
Did Freedom die when Kussel died ? 

Forgot ye how the blood of Vane 
From earth's green bosom eried? 

The great hearts of your olden time 
Are beating with you, full and strong 

All holy memories and sublime 
And glorious round ye throng. 

The bluff, bold men of Runn^nede 
Are with ye still iu times hke these ; 

The shades of England's mighty dead, 
Your cloud of w' 



The truths ye urge are bomo abroad 
By every wind and every tide; 

Tho voice of Nature and of God 
Speaks out upon your side. 
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The weapons which your hands ha^e found 
Are those wliiiih Heaven itself has wrought, 

Light, Truth, and Love ;— ^our battle ground 
The free, broad field of Thought. 

No partial, selfish purpose breaks 
llie simple beauty of vovir plan. 

Nor lie from throne or altar ahakes 
Your steady faith in man. 

The laneuid pulse of England starts 

And bounds beneath your words of power, 

The beating of her million hearts 
Is with you at this hour I 

Oh, ye who, with undoubling eyes. 

Through present cloud and gathering storm, 

Behold the span of Freedom's skies, 
And sunshme soft and warm, — 

Press bravely onward !— not in vsin 
Tour generous trust in human kind ; 

The good which bloodshed could not gsan 
Your peai^elui zeal shall find. 

Press on I— the triumph shall be won 
Of common rights and equal laws, 

The glorious dream of Harrington, 
And Sidney's good old cause. 

Blessing the cotter and the crown, 
Sweetening worn Labor's bitter cup , 

And, plucking not the highest down, 
lifting the lowest up. 

Preas on 1 — and we who may not share 

The toil or glory of your fight, 
May ask, at least, in earnest prayer, 

God's hlesang on the right 1 
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TRB QUAKER OF THE OLDEN TBIE. 

The Quaker oftlie oldon time I— 

Haw calm and firm and true, 
Unspotted by its wrojig and crime, 

He walked the dark eartii tliraiigh 
The lust of power, the love of gain, 

The thousand lures of sin 
Around him, had no power to stmn 

The purilT)' within. 

With that deep insight which detects 

All great things in the small, 
And knows how eaoh man's life affects 

The spiritual life of all. 
He walked bj laith and not by eight. 

By love and not by law ; 
ITie presence of the wrong or right 

He rather felt than saw. 

He felt that wrong with wrong partakes, 

That nothing stands alone, 
That whoao ^ ves the motive, makes 

His brother's sin bis own. 
And, pausing not for doubtftil choice 

Of evils great or small, 
He listened to that inward voice 

Which called away from alL 

Oh I Spirit of that early day. 

So pure and strong and true, 
Be with us in the narrow way 

Our faithful fathers knew. 
Give strength the evil to forsake, 

TTie cross of Truth to hear. 
Add love and reverent fear to make 

Our daily lives a prayer 1 
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THE EEFORMER. 



All grim and soiled and brown with tan, 

I saw a BU-oa" Ooe, in his wrath, 
Smiting the godless ahriiies of man 
Along his path. 

The Church beneath her trembhng dome 

Essayed in vain her ghostly charm; 

Wealdi Bhoob within his gilded home 

With strange alarm. 

Fraud from his secret chambers fled 

Before the sunlight bursting in : 

Sloth drew bar pillow o'er her head 

To drown the din. 

" Spare," Art, implored, " yon holy pile ; 

That grand, old, time-worn turret spare ; 
Meek Reverence, kneeling in the aisle, 
Cried out, " Forbear I " 

Gray-bearded Use, who, deaf and blind, 
Groped for his old accustomed stone. 
Leaned on hia stalf, and wept, to find 
Hja seat o'erthrown. 

Toung Romance raised his dreamy eyes, 

O'erhung with paly locks of gold; 

"Why smite," be asked in sad surprise, 

" The fair, the old ? " 

Yet louder rang the Strong One's stroke, 

Yet nearer flashed bis axe's gleam ; 

Shuddering and sick of heart 1 woke. 

As from a dream. 
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I looked : aside the dust-cloud rolled— 
The Waster seemed the Builder too ; 
Dp sprinsiuff from the ruined Old 

Twas but the ruin of the bad — 

The wasting of the wrong and ill; 
Whale'er of good Ihe old tmio had 
Was liiing still. 

Calm grew the brows of him I feared; 

The frown which awed mo passed away. 
And loft behind a smile whii;h cheered 
Like breaking day. 

The grain grew green on battle-plains, 

O'er swarded war-mounds jjrazed the cowj 
The slave stood foiling from his chiuna 
The spado and plough. 

Where frowned the fort, pavilions gay 

And cottage windows, llower-entwined, 
Looked out upon the peaceful bay 
And hills behind. 

Through vine-wreathed cups with wine once red, 

The lights on brimming crystal fell, 
Drawn, sparkling, frcnn the rivulet head 

And mossy well- 
Through prison walls, like Heaven-sent hope, 
Fresh breezes blew, and sunbeams strayed. 
And with the idle galloivs-rri( e 

The young child piayed. 

Where the doomed victim in his cell 
Had counted o'er the weaty hours. 
Glad school-girls, answering to the bell. 
Came crowned with fiowers. 
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Grown wiser tbi' the lesson given, 

I fear no longer, for 1 know 
That, where t)ie share is deepest driven, 
The best fruits grow. 

The outworn rite, the old abuse, 

The pious fraud transparent grown, 
The good held captive in the use 
Ol'wroog alone — 

These wail their doom, from that great law 
Which makes the past time serve to-dayj 
And fresher life the world shall draw 
From their deeay. 

Oh I backward-iooking son of rime 1 — 

The new is old, the old is new, 
The eyele of a change sublime 
SlJU sweeping through. 

So wisely taught the Indian seer ; 

Destroying Seva, forming Brahm, 
Who wake by turns Earth's love and fear, 



As idly as, in that old day, 

Thou mourneat, did thy sires repine. 
So, in his time, thy child grown gray, 
Shall sigh for thine. 

Tfet, not the less for them or thou 

ITie eternal step of Progress beats 

To that great anthem, calm ai\d slow, 

Which God repeals I 

Take heart !— the Waster builds agMD— 

A charmed life old goodness hath ; 
The tares may perish — but the grain 
Is not for death. 
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God works in all tilings ; all obey 

His firal propulsion from the night; 

Ho, wake and wateh ! — tlie world is gray 

With morniii.. light 1 



THE PRISONER FOR DEBT. 

Loos on him 1 — throngh his dun"eon grat* 

Feebly and cold, the morning light 
Comes Etcaling round him, dim and late, 

As if it loathed the sight. 
Reclining on his strawy bed, 
lEs hand upholds his droopin" head — 
Hia bloodless ehcek is searoecf and hard, 
Dashorn hia p"ay, negleuted heard ; 
And o'er his bony flnoera flow 
His long, dishevelled locks of snow. 

No gratefiil fire before him glows, 
And yet the winter'a breath is chill ; 

And o'er his half-clad person goes 
The freijuent ague thrill ! 

Silent, save ever and anon, 

A sound, half murmur and half groan, 

Forces apart the pdnfiil grip 

Of the old sufferer's bearded lip; 

O sad and crushing is the fate 

Of old age chained and desolate I 

Just God I why lies that old man there '/ 

A murderer shares his prison bed, 
Whose eye-balls, through his horrid hiur, 

Gleam on him, fierce and red ; 
And the rude oath and heartless jeer 
Fall ever on his loathing ear, 
And, or in wakefulness or sleep, 
Nerve, flesh, and pulses thrill and creep 
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Wliene'er that ruffian's toaaing limb, 
Crimson witb murder, touches himl 

VVhathaa the gray-haired pri30iier_ done? 
Has murder stEuned his hands with gore f 

Not Ml ; hia urime's a fouler one ; 
God made the old man poos 1 

Tor this he shares a felon's cell-— 

The fittest earthly R'pe of hell ! 

For this, the boon for whieh he poured 

Hia young blood ott the invader's sword, 

And counted light the fearful cost— 

His bhwl-g^ued liberty is lost 1 

And so, for fiuch a place of rest, 

Old pnsoner, dropped thy blood as nOn 
On Concord's field, and Banker's crest, 

And Saratoga's plain ? 
Look fortli, thou man of man;- sears. 
Through thj dim dungeon a iron bars; 
It must be joy, in sooth, to see 
Yon monument upreared to ftee— 
Piled granite and a prison ceU-- 
The land repays thy serviue well 1 

Go ring the bells and fire the guns, 
And fling the stai'ry banner out; 

Shout " Freedom 1 " tiU your hspmg one* 
Give back their eradle-shout: 

Let boastful elaiuente declajm 
Of honor, liberty, and fame ; 
Slill let the poefs striun be hearf. 
With "lory lor each second word, 
And o°very thing with breath agree 
To prwse " our glorious liberty I 

But when the patron eannon jars, 
That pi'iaon's eold and gloomy wall 

And through its grates the stripes and star. 
Kise on Uie wind and fall — 



«jhy Google 



rhink ye that prisoner'a ^ed ear 
Rejoices in the general ohaer? 
Think ve his dim and failing eye 
Is kindled at your pajieantry V 
Sorrowing of soul, and chained of limb, 
What is your carnival to him ? 

Down wiUi the LAW that binds him tJiui ! 

Unwortliy freemen, let it find 
No refuge from the withering curse 

Of God and human kind f 
Open the prison's living tomb. 
And usher from its brooding gloom 
The victims of your savaM code, 
To the free sun and air of (5od ; 
No longer dare as crime to brand 
The chastening of the Almlglity'a band. 



The Buns of eighteen centuries have shone 

Since tbo Redeemer walked with man, and mails 

The fisher's boat, the cavern's floor of stone, 
And mountain moaa, a piUow for hia head ; 

And He, wlio wandered with the peasant Jew, 
And broke with publicans the bread of sbame, 
And drank, with blessings in his Father's name, 

The water which Samaria's outcast drew, 

Halh now his temples upon every shore. 

Altar and ahrine and priest,— and incense dim 
Evermore riang, with low prayer and hymn. 

From lips which press the temple's marble floor. 

Or kiss the gilded sign of the dread Cross He bora 
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Y"el as of old, when, meekly " doing good,' 
He fed a, blind and selfish multituile, 
And even the poor companions of his lot 
With their dim earthly vision knew him not, 

How ill are his liif^h teachings understood! 
Where He hath spoken Liberty, the prieat 

At his own altar binds the chMn anew; 
Where He hath bidden to Life's equal feast, 

The starving many wait upon the few ; 
Where Ho hath spoken Peace, his name hath been 
The loudest war-cry of contending men ; 
Priests, pale with vigils, in his name have blessed 
The ungheathed sword, and laid the spear in rest, 
Wot the war-banner with their sacred wine, 
And crossed its blazon with the holy sign ; 
Tea, in his name who bade the erring five, 
And daily taught his lessen— -to foTgive I — 

Twisted the cord and edged the murderooa steel ; 
And, with bis words of mercy on their lips, 
Hung gloatin" o'er the pincer's burning grips. 

And the gnm horror of the straining wheel ; 
Pod the slow flame which gnawed the victim's limb, 
Who saw before his searing eye-balls swim 

The image of their Christ in cruel zeal, 
Through the black torment-smoke, held moekinglj- 



The blood which mingled with the desert sat J, 

And beaded with ita red and ghastly dew 
The vines anil olives of the Holy Land— 

The shrieking cnrses of the hunted Jew — 

The white-sown bones of heietics, where'er 

They sank beneath the Crusade's holy spear — 

Goa'a dark dungeons — Malta's siia- washed cell. 

Where with the hymns the ghostly fatboi^ sung 

Mingled the groans by subtle toi'ture wrung, 
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Heaven'9 antliem blending with the shriet of Lell t 
The midnight of Bartholomew— thu stake 

Of SmiMcld, and that thrice-accursed flanie 
Which Calvin kindled by (ieneva's lake — 
New England's scaffold, and the priestly sneer 
Which mocked its victims in that hour of foar, 

■When iruilt itself a human tear might claim,— 
Bear witness, O Thou wionged and merciful One I 
That Earth's most hateful enmos have in thy name 
been done 1 



Thank God 1 that I have lived to see the time 
When the great truth begins at last to find 
An utterance from the deep heart of mankind, 
Earnest and clear, that ai-l Revknce is CsiMB I 
That man is holier than a creed,— that all 

Beetraint upon him must consiilt his cood, 
Hope's sunshine linger on his prison wall, 

And Love look in upon his solitude. 
The beautiful lesson which our Saviour taut;ht 
Through long, dark centuries its way halh wrought 
Into the common mind and popular thought ; 
And words, to which by (iatilee's lake shore 
The humble fishers listened with hushed oar, 
Have found an echo in the general heart. 
And of the public faith become a living part 

Who shall arrest this tendency ?— Bring back 
Hie cells of Venice and the bigofs rai-k ? 
Hanlen the softening human heart i^aia 
To cold indifference to a brother's pam ? 
Ye most unhappv men !— who, turned away 
From the mild sunshine of the Gospel day, _ 

Grope in the shadows of Man's twilight time, 
What mean ve, tliat with ghoul-like zest ye brood, 
O'er tflose foul altars streaming with warm blood, 

Penmtted in another age and cUme ? 
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Why pita that law with which the bifiot Jew 
Rci'ukeJ the Pasan'? nieroy, when he knew 
No evil in the Jiiat One ?— Wherefon^ turn 
To the dark cruel past V — Can ye not learn 
From the pure Teacher's life, bow mildly free 
h the {treat Gospel of Humanity 'I 
Tlie Flavnen's koife is bloodleM, and no more 
Mexitli's altars soak with human gore, 
No more the ghastly sacrifices smoke 
Through the green arches of the Dniid'a oak } 
And ya of milder faith, with your high clwm 
Of prophet-utterance in the Holiest name, 
Will ye become the Druids of ow time ? 

Set up your scaffold-altare in our land, 
And, eonsHicrators of Law's darkest crime, 

Urge to its loathsome work the hangman's hand I 
Beware — lest hmiian nature, mused at last. 
From its peeled shoulder your incumbrance cast, 

And, sick to loathins; of your cry for blood. 
Bank ye with those who led thtir victims round 
The Cfelt's red altar and the Indian's mound, 

Abhorred of Earth and Heaven— a pj^anbrothe* 
hood! 



THE HUMAN SACRIFICE. 



Fah from his close and ndsome cell, 

By grassy lane and sunny stream, 
Blown clover field and strawberry dell, 
And green and meadow freshness, fell 

The footsteps of his dream. 
Again from careless feet the dew 

Of summer's misty mom he shook ; 
A«iin with merry heart he threw 

His light line in the rippling brook. 
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Back LTOwdcd all his sehool-day Joj»— 

He urouil the ball and quoit again, 
And heard the shout of lauctWna; hoys 
Come riiiffing down the TTa\nat glen. 
Again he felt the western breeze, 

With *;ent of flowers and crisping hay; 
And down again through wind-atirred treei 
He saw the quivering sunlight play- 
An angel in home's vine-hung door, 
He saw his wster smile once more ; 
Once more the tmanf 8 brown-locked head 
Upon his mother's knees was laid. 
And sweetly lulled to slumber there. 
With evening's holy hymn and prayer 1 

He woke. At once on heart and brwn 
The present Terror rushed again — 
Clanked on his limbs the felon's ehMnI 
He woke, to hear the church-tower tell 
Time's footfall on the conscious bell. 
And, shuddering, feel that clanging dm 
His life's LAST HOUR had ushered ra; 
To see within his prison yard. 
Through the small window, iron barred, 
The gallows shadow rising dim 
Betweeu the sunrise heaven and him, — 
A horror in God's blessed air— ■ 

A blackness in his morning lightr- 

Like some foul devil-altar there _ 

Built up by demon hands at night. 

And, maddened by that evil sight, 

Dark, horrible, confuHud, and strange, 

A chaos of wild, weltering change. 

All power of check and guidance gone, 

Dizzy and blind, his mind swept on. 

In vain he sti-ove to breathe a pfay^r, 

In vain he turned the Holy Book, 
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He only ieartl the gaHowB-atalr 

Creek as the wind its timbers shook. 

Mo di'eam for him of sin fni^iven, 
\Vhi!e still that balefiil speotre stood, 
Will its hoai-se murmur, " Blood for Bloodf 

Between him and the pitying Heaven 1 



Low on his dunj;eon floor he knelt. 

And smote bis breast, and on his ch^n, 
Whose iron elasp be always felt, 

His hot tears fell like rain ; 
And near him, vrith the cold, calm look 
And tone of one whoso formal part, 
Unwarmed, unaoftened of the heart, 
Is measured out by rule and book. 
With placid lip and tranquil blood, 
The bangnaans ghostly ally stood, 
BlesBing with aolemn text and word 
The ^aUows-drop and strangling cord ; 
Lending the aacred Gospel's awe 
And sanction to the crime of Law. 



He saw the -victim's tortured brow — 

The sweat of anguish starting there— 
The recoTfl of a nameless woe 
In the dim eye's imploring stare, 
Seen hideous throu"b the long, d^iip hair- 
Fingers of ghastly skin and bone 
Working and writhing on the stone I — 
And heard, by mortafterror wrong 
From heaving breast and stiflened tongue, 

The oliokina sob and low hoarse prayer ; 
As o'er bis halR^razed fancy fame 
A vision of the eternal flame — 
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THE HUMAN SACRIFICE. 2 

Of fire-waves round the infismal waJli 
While high ai>ove that dark red flood, 
Black, giant-like, the gallons stood: 
Two busy fiends attendiug there ; 
One with cold mocking rite and prayer, 
The other with inipalJent "rasp, 
'Eghtening the death-rope^ strangling elaap 



The unfelt rite at length was done— 

Tlie prayer unheard at length was seid — 
An hour had passed : — the noon-day sun 

Smote on the features of the dead 1 
And he who stood the doomed heride, 
Cahu gauger of the swelling tide 
Of luortaf acony and fear, 
Heeding with curious eye and ear 
Whate'er revealed the keen excess 
Of man's extreraest wretchedness : 
And who in that dark anguish saw 

An earnest of the victim's fate, 
Thi vengeful terrors of God's law, 

■The kindlings of Eternal hate — 
The first drops of that fiery rain 
Wliieh heats the dark red reahn of p^n,— 
Did he uplift his earnest cries 

Agiunst the crime of Law, whioh gave 

His brother to that fearful grave, 
\Vhereon Hope's moonlight never Kes, 

And Fwth^ white blossoms never wave 
I'c the soft hreath of Memory's sighs ; — 
Which sent a spirit marred and stained, 
By fiends of sin possesaed, profaned. 
In madness and in blindness stark, 
Into the silent, unknown dark ? 
No — from the wild and shrinking dread 
With whiuh he saw the victim led 

Beneath the dark veil which divides 
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Ever tbe living from the dead, 

And Nature's solemn seuret hides, 
The man of prayer can only draw 
New reasons for hia bloody law ; 
New faith in staying Murder's hand 
By murder at that Law's command ; 
New reverence for the gallows-rope, 
As human nature's latest hope ; 
Last relic of the good old time, 
When Power found lieense for its crime, 
And held a writliing world tn check 
By that fell cord ahout its neck ; 
Stifled Sedition's rising shout, 
Choked the young hreath of Freedom out, 
And timely checked the words which sprung 
From Heresy's forhidden tongue ; 
While in its noose of terror hound, 
The Church its cherished union found, 
Conforming, on the Moslem plan, 
The motley-colored mind of man. 
Not by the Koran and the Sword, 
But by the Bible and the Cord ! 



Beneath whose sad and tearful glance 
The cold and changed countenance 
Broke the still horror of its trance. 
And waking, saw with joy above, 
A brother's face of tenderest love ; 
Thou, unto whom the htind and lame, 
The Borromng and the sin-sick came. 
And from thy very garment's hem 
Drew life and healing unto them. 
The burden of thy holy faith 
Was love and life, not hate and death, 
Man's demon ministers of pain. 
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The fiends of his revenge were sent 

Prom thy pure Gospel's element 
To their dark home again. 
Tby name is Love I What, then, is he. 

Who in that name the allows rears, 
An awful altar built to Tnee, 

With sacrifice of hlood and tears ? 
Oh, onue an;(un thy healing lay 

On the blind eyes which knew Thee not 
And let the light of thy pure day 

Melt in upon his darkened tJiought, 
Soften his hard, cold heart, and show 

The power whifh in forbearance lies, 
And let him feel that mercy now 

Ib better than old eaijrifice I 



As on the White Sea's charmed ahore. 

The Parsee sees his holy hill 
With dun nest smoke-clonds curtained o'er, 
Tet knows beneath them, evermore, 

'The low, pale fire is quivering still j 
So underneath its clouds of sin, 

The heart of man retaineth yet 
Gleams of its holy origin; 

And half-quenched stars that never Bet, 
Dun colors of its faded bow, 

And early beauty, linger there, 
And o'er its wasted desert blow 

Faint bresthings of its morning air, 
Oh I never yet upon the scroll 
Of the sin-stained, but priceless soul, 

Hath Heaven inscribed " Dkspaik 1 " 
Cast not the clouded gem away. 
Quench not the dim but living ray — 

My brother man. Beware I 
With that deep voice which from the skiM 
Forbade the Patriarch's sacrifice, 
God's ar.£e! cries, Forbeab I 
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MISCELLAMEOUB, 



RANDOLPH OF EOANOKE 

Oh, Mother Earth I upon thy lap 

Thy weary ones receivinn-, 
And o'er them, silent as a u'ream, 

Thy grassy mantle weaving, 
Fold softly in thy long embr^e 

That heart so woni and broken, 
And cool ita pnbe of fire beneath 

Thy shadowa old and oaken. 

Shut out from him the bitter word 

And serpent hiss of scorn in" : 
Nor let the storms of yeslerday 

Disturb his quiet morning. 
Breathe over him forgetftiluesa 

Of all save deeds of kindness, 
And, save to smiles of grateful eyes, 

Press down his lids in blindness. 

There, where wiUi living ear and eya 

He heard Potomac's IJowin", 
And, through his tall ancestral trees, 

baw Autumn's sunset glowing, 
He sleeps— Btill looking to the West, 

Beneath the dark wood shadow 
As if he still would see the sun 

Sink down on wave and meadow. 

Bard, Sage, and Tribune 1— in himself 
All moods of mind contrasting— 

The tendurest wail of human woe, 
The seorn-like linhining blasting ; 

The pathos which from rival eyes 
Unwilling teai-s could summon, 
5i""8i"S taunt, the fiery buret 
Of hatred auareely human 1 
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RASDOLPe OF KOANOKE. 381 

Wirth, sparliliiiK like a diamond shower, 

From lijis of life-long eailness ; 
Clear picturings of inajestiu thought 

Upon a gi'oiind of madness; 
And over eil Komance and Song 

A classic beauty throwinji, 
And laurelled Clio at his ^de 

Her storied p^es showing. 

All parties feared him : each in turn 

Beheld its sehemos disjointed, 
As right or left his fatal glance 

Ana spectral finger pointed. 
SiTom foe of Cant, he smote it down 

With trenchant wit unsparing. 
And, mockin'i, rent with nithleaa hand 

The robe Pretence was wearing. 

Too honest or loo proud (o feign 

A love ho never cherished, 
Beyond Virginia's border line 

His patriotism perished. 
While others hailed in distant skies 

Our eagle's dusky pinion, 
He only saw the mountain bird 

Stoop o'er his Old Dominion I 

Still through each change of fortune strange, 

Racked nerve, and briun all burning, 
[lis loving faith in Mother-land 

Knew never shade of turning; 
By Britain's lakes, by Neva's ware, 

^Miatever skj- was o'er him. 
He heard her rivers' msliing sound, 

Her blue peaks rose before him. 

He held his slaves, yet made withal 

No false and vam [hctences. 
Nor pfdd a lying priest to seek 
For scriptural defences 
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His harshest words of proud rebuke, 
His bitterest taunt and scorning. 

Fell fire-like on thu Northern brow 
That bent to him in fawuiug. 

He held his slaves : yet kept tJie while 

His reverence for the Human; 
In tbe dork vassals of his will 

He saw but Man and Woman 1 
No hunter of God's outraged poor 

His Boanoke valley entered ; 
No trader in the souls of men 

Aeross his threshhold ventured. 

And when the old and wearied man 



His brother man stood weeping, 
Hie latest thought, his latest breach, 

To Freedom's duty giving, 
With failing tongue and trcmbUng band 

The dying bieet the living. 

Oh 1 never bore his ancient Slate 

A truer son or braver I 
None trampling with a calmer scorn 

On foreign hate or favor. 
He knew her faults, yet never stooped 

His proud and manly feeling 
To poor exousna of the wrong 

Or meanness of concealing. 

But none beheld wilh clearer eye 

'The pl^ue-spot o'er her spreading. 
None heard more sure the st«ps of Doom 

Along her future treading. 
For her as for himself he spake, 

Wiien, his gaunt frauie upbracing. 
He traced wiili dying hand '■ Ki^uuitSE I ■ 

And perished in the tracing. 
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As from the grave where Henry sleeps, 

From Vernon's (keeping willow, 
And from the grasaj- pall which hides 

The Sage ofMonticello, 
So from the leatstrewu burial-sMae 

Of Randolph's lowly dwelling, 
Virpnial o'er (hy land of slaves 

A warning voice is swelling ! 

And hark I from thy deserted fields 

Are sadder warnings spoken, 
From quenched hearSis, where thy exiled sc 

Their household gods have brofcen. 
The cursu ia on thee — wolves for men. 

And briars for corn-sheaves giving 1 
Oh ! more than all thy dead renown 

Were now one hero Uvingl 



DEMOCRACY. 



Bearer of Freedom's holy light, 
Breaker of Slavery's chidn and rod, 

The foe of all which pains the sight, 
Or wounds the generous ear of God 1 

Beautiful yet thy temples rise, 

Tliough thei-e profaning gifts are thrown ; 
And fires unkiudled of the skies 

Are glaring round thy altar-stone. 

Still sacred — though thy name be bi'eathed 
By those whose hearts thy truth deride; 

And garlands, plucked from thee, are wreathed 
Around the haughty brows of Pi-ide. 
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0, ideal of my boyhood's time 1 

The faith, ia wliieh my father stwid, 

Evea when the sons of Lust and Crime 

Had stained thy peaeei'ul courts with Uood ! 

Still to those courts my footsteps turn, 

For through the mista which darken there, 

I see the flame of Freedom burn — 
The Kebla of the patriot's prayer I 

The senerous feeling, pure and warm, 
Which owns the rights ofoll divine— 

TTie pitying heart— the helping arm — 
■The prompt aeif-sacrifiee — are thine. 

Beneath thy broad, impartial eye. 

How fade the lines of caste and buih I 

How equal in their suffering he 
The groaning multitudes of earth I 

Still to a stricken brother true, 
Whatever clime hath nurtured him ; 

As stooped to heal the wounded Jew 
The worshipper of Gerizim. 

By misery un repelled, unawed 

By pomp or power, thou seo'st a Man 

In prince or peasant — slave or lord— 
PtJe priest, or swarthy artisan. 

Through all di^ise, form, place, or name, 
Beneath the flaunting robes of siu. 

Through poverty and squalid shame, 
Thou lookest on lAe man within. 

On man, as man, retaining yet, 

Howe'er debased, and eoilcd, and dim, 

The crown upon his forehead set — 
The uamorlal gift of God 'jo him. 
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And tneie is reverence in tliy look ; 

For that frail form wWth mortals wear 
The Spirit of the Holiest took, 

And veiled hia perfect brightness there. 

Not from the shallow babbling fount 

Of vain philosophy thou art; 
He who of old on Syria's mount 

Thrilled, warmed, by turns, th< 

In holy words which cannot die. 

In thoughts which angels leaned to know, 
Proclamed thy mess^o from on high — 

Thy misaon to a world of woe. 

That voice's echo hath not died I 
From the blue lake of Galilee, 

And Tabor's lonely mountain aide. 
It caila a struggUng world to thee. 

Thy name and watchword o'er this land 
1 hear In every breeze that stirs 

And round a thousand altars stand 
Thy banded party worshippers. 

Not to these altars of a day. 
At party's call, my gift I bring ; 

But on thy olden shrine I lay 
A freeman's dearest offering ; — 

The voiceless utterance of his will — 

His pledge to Freedom and to Tiuth, 
That manhood's heart remembers still 
■ The homage of his generous youth. 
fXectkm Day, ISU- 
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TO RONGE. 

Strike home, stroag-hearted raao 1 Dowu to the 

Of old oppression ^nk the Saxon steel. 
Thy work is to hew down. In God's name then 
Put nerve into thy task. Let other men 
Plant, as they may, that better tree, whose fruit 
The wounded bosom of the Church shall heaL 
Be thou the image-breaker. Let thy blows 
Fall heavy as the Suablan's iron hand, 
Ou crowti or croaer, which shall interpose 
Between thee and the weal of Father-land. 
Leave erceds to closet idlers. First of all. 
Shake thou all Gemum dream-laud with the fall 
Of that actursed tree, whose evil trunk 
Was spared of old by Erfurt's stalwart monk. 
Fight not with ghosts and shadows. Let us hear 
The snap of uhain-links. Let our gladdened eat 
Catch the pale prisoner's welcome, as the light 
Follows thy axe-stroke, through his L-ell of night- 
Be faithful to both worlds; nor think to feed 
Earth's starving millions with the husks of creed. 
Servant of Him whose mis^on high and holy 
Was to the wronged, the sorrowing, and the lowljf] 
Thrust not his Eden promise from our sphere. 
Distant and dim beyond the blue skv'ii span ; 
Like him of Patmos, see it, now and here, — 
The New Jerusalem comes down to man ! 
Be warned by Luther's error. Nor like him. 
When the roused Teuton dashes from his limb 
The ruat«d chain of ages, help to bind 
His bauds, for whom thou elaim'st the freeilom of 
the mind I 
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CHALKLEY HALL.39 

How Mand and sweet tie greeting of ihk breeze 

To liim who fliua 
Prom cronded street and red wall's weary gleam, 
Till far behind him like a hideous dream 

The cloae dark city lies ! — 

Here, while the market murmurs, while men tliroi^ 

The marble floor 
Oi ftlammon's altar, from the emsb and din 
01 the world's madnesa let me gather in 

My better thoughts oaue more. 

Oh I once again revive, while on my ear 

The cry of Gain 
And low hoarse bum of Traffic die away, 
Ye blessed memories of my earlj' day 

Like aere grass wet with rain ! — 

Once more let God's green earth and sunset air 

Old feelings waken ; 
Through weary years of toil and strife and ill, 
Oh, let me feel that my good angel still 

Ilath not bis trust forsaken. 

And well do time and place befit my mood ; 

Beneath the arms 
Of this embracing wood, a good man made 
Hia home, like Abraham resting in the shade 

Of Mamre'a lonely palms. 

Here, rich with autumn gifts of countlesa years, 

The virgin soil 
Turned from the share he guided, and in rain 
And summer sunshine throve the fruits and gram 

Which blessed his honest toil. 
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Here, from his voyages on the stormy eeaa. 

Weary and worn, 
He came to meet his children and to bless 
The Giver of all good in thankfulness 

And praise for his return. 

And here his neighbors gathered in to greet 

Their friend again. 
Safe from the wave and the destroying gales, 
Which reap untimely ^en Bermuda's vales, 

And vex the Carib main. 

To hear the good man tell of simple truth, 

Sown In an hour 
Of weakness in some far-off Indian isle. 
From the parched bosom of a barren soil, 

Kiuaea up in lite and power ; 



How at those gatherings 

A tendcrmg love 
Came o'er him, Tike the gentle rain from heaven, 
And words of fitness to hia lips were given, 

And strength as from above : 

How the sad captive listened to the Word, 

Until hia chain 
Grew Ughter, and his wounded spirit ielt 
The hefliiig balm of consolation melt 

Upon lis life-long piun : 

How the armed warrior sate him down to hear 

OfPea*;e and Truth, 
And the proud ruler and hia Creole dame, 
Jewelle<i and gorgeous in her beauty came, 

And fair and bright^yed youth. 

Oh, tar away beneath New England's sky, 

Even when a boy, 
following my plough by Merrin^iack's green shor^ 
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ffia ample record I have pondered o'er 
With deep and quiet joy. 

And hence this scene, in sunset glory mann — 

Its moods around, 
[ta still stream winding on in light and t^ ide, 
ItB soft, green meadows aud its upland t;„i le — 

To me is holy ground. 

AnJ dearer far than haunts where Genius keepa 

His vigils still ; 
Than that where Avon's son of song is laid, 
Or Vaucluse hallowed by its Petrarch's shade. 

Or Virgil's laurelled hill. 



To Julie 

Fair Amo and Sorrento's orange grove, 
Where Tasso sang, let young Komance and Love 

Lite brother pilgrims turn. 

But here a deeper and serener charm 

To all is given ; 
And blessed memories of the faithfiil dead 
O'er wood and vale and meadow-stream have shod 

The holy hues of Heaven 1 



TO J. P. 

Not aa a poor requital of the joy 

With whiuh mychildhoodheard that lay of thine, 
Which, like an echo of the song divine 

At Bethlehem breathed above the Holy Boy, 
Bore to my ear the Airs of Palestine, — 

Not to the poet, but the man I bring 

ia fiiendship's fearless trust my offering ■ 
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How mnph it lacks I feel, and thou irill se«, 
Yet well I know that tliou liiist Jcenied mth me 
Life all too earnest, and its time too short 
For dreamy ease and Fancy's graceful sport; 

And jnrded for thy constant strife with wrong 
Like NeneQuah lighting while he wrought 

The broken walia of Zion, even thy song 
Hath a rude roarlial tono,a blow in every Bioiight 



THE CTPKESS-TREB OF CEYLON. 



1 BMrtnl b; ke nutitcs, tbe leiiei of ohich vtn nii to I 
Dt and niodDoleBs undxr the tna, jnti^nUy nwaiUnii t 

Thkt sat in silent watchfulness 
The sacred cj'press-tree about, 

And, from beneath old wrinkled brows 
Their failing eyes looked out 

Gk^ Age and Sickness waiting there 

Through weary night and lingering day — 

Grim as Sie idols at their side 
And motionlees as they. 

Unheeded in the boughs above 

The song of Ceylon's binJs was sweet j 

Unseen of them the island rtowers 
Bloomed brightly at tlidr feet. 

O'er thom the tropic night-storm swept, 
The thunder crashed on rock and hill ; 

The cloud-fire on their eye-balls biased, 
Xet there they waited sidl 1 
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THE C\TRF.SS-TREK OF CKYLON 

Wliat was the world wittiout to them ? 

The Moslem's smiset-call— the dance 
Of Cej-lon'a maids — thu passing gleam 

Ofbatlle-flagandlanuB? 

They wsutoii for that falling leaf, 

Of which the wandering Jogees sing: 

Whieh lenda ouce more to wintry age 
TbegreenneKS of its spring. 

Oh ! — if these poor and blinded ones 
In trustful patience wait to feel 

O'er torpid pulse and failing iimb 
A youthful freshness steal; 

Shall we, who sit beneath that Tree, 
Whose healing leaves of Ufa are shed 

In answer to the breath of prayer 
Upon the waiting head ■ 

Not to restore our faQing forms, 

And build the spirifs broken shrine, 

But, on the faintin" soul to shed 
A light and life aivine : 

Shall we grow weary in our watch, 
And murmur at the long delay ? 

Impatient of our Father's time 
And his appointed way ? 

Or, shall the stir of outward things 
Allure and claim the Christian's eyo. 

When on the heathen watcher's ear 
Their powerless rourmura die ? 

Alas I a deeper test of faith 

Than prison cell or martyr's stake, 

The sell-abasing watchfulness 
Of silent prayer may make. 
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We gird ua bravely to rebuke 

Our erring brother in the wrong; 

And in the ear of PiiJe and Power 
Our wamiog voice is strong. 

Easier to smite with Peter's sword. 

Than " watth one hour " in humblin" prsya 

Life's "great things," like the byrian lord, 
Our hearts can do and dare. 

Btit oh! we shrink from Jordan's side, 
From waters which alone can save: 

And tQurmur for Abana's banks 
And Pharpar's brighter wave. 

Oh, Thou, who in the garden's shada 
Didst wake thy weary ones again, 

Wbo slumbered at that tearful hour 
Forgetful of tliy pain ; 

Bend o'er us now, as over them, 

And set our sleep-bound spirits free. 

Nor leave us slumbering ia the wat«h 
Our souls should keep with Thee 1 



A DREAM OF SUMMER. 

Bland as the morning breath of June 

The southwest breezes play; 
And, through its haze, the wint(!i aooa 

Seems warm as sununer's dav 
The snow-plumed Angel of the North 

Has dropped his ioy spear ; 
Again the mossy earth looks fortb, 

Again (he streams gush clear. 
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The fox his hill-aide cell forsakes, 

The maskrat leaves his nook, 
The bluebird in the meadow brake* 

Is singing with the brook. 
" Bear up, oh mother Nature I" cry 

Bird, breeze, and streamlet free ; 
" Our winter voices prophesy 

Of summer days to thee 1 " 

80, in those winters of the soul, 

By bitter blasts and drear 
O'erswept from Meniory'a frozen pole, 

Will sunny days appear. 
Beviving Hope and Faith, they show 

The soul its livinjr powers. 
And how beneath the winter's snow 

The Night is mother of the Day, 

The Winter of the Spring, 
And ever upon old Decay 

The greenest mosses chng. 
Behind the cloud the starlight lurks. 

Through showers the sunbeams fall ; 
For God, who loveth all his works. 

Has left his Hope with all 1 
ta Ut mcnlA, 1S47. 



Qntthswritingsof Jolin Woolman bjlisitt.' 

Maiden 1 with the fair brown tr 
Shading o'er thy dreamy eye, 

Floatin" on thy thoughtful foreh 
Cloud wreaths of its sky. 
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Toutliful years and maiden beanty, 
Joy iritli them should still abide— 

Instinct take the plate of Duty — 
Love, not Keasoa, guide. 

Ever in the New rejoicing, 

Kindly beckoning bai^k the Old, 

Turning, with the gift of Midas, 
All thinga into gold. 

And the passing shades of sadness 
Wearing even a welcome guise, 

Aa when some bright lake lies open 
To the sunny skies; 

Every wing of bird above it, 
Every light cloud floating on, 

Glitters like that flashing mirrOT 
In the selfsame sun. 

But, upon thy youthful forehead 
Sometliing like a shadow Uea ; 

And a serious soul is looking 
From thy earnest eyes. 

With an early introversion, 

Through the forme of outward thing! 
Seeking for the subtle essence. 

And the hidden springs. 

Deeper than the mided surface 
Hath thy wakeful vision seen, 

Farther than the narrow present 
Have thy journeyings been. 

Thou hast midst Life's empty noises 
Heard the solemn steps of Time, 

And the low mysteriotw voices 
Of another elime. 
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All the mystery of Being 

Hath upon thy epirit pressed — 

Thoughts whii^h, like the Dtlui-e wandere 
Find no place of rest ; 

That wliich mj'slie Pialo pondered, 
Tliat which Zeno hea,iil with awe, 

And the atar-rapt Zoroaster 
In his night-watch saw. 

From the doubt and darkness springing 

Of the dim, uncertain Fast, 
Moving to the dark still shadows 

O'er the Future cast, 

Early hath Life's mighty question 
Thrilled within thy heart of youfli 

With a deep and strong beseeching : 
What and where i3 Tkoth ? 

Hollow creed and ceremonial, 
Whence the ancient life hath fled, 

Idle Mxh unknown to action. 
Dull and cold and dead. 

Oracles, whose irire-worked meanings 

Only wake a quiet SL'orn, — 
Not from these t6y seeking spirit 

Hath its answer drawn. 

But, like some tired child at even, 
On thy mother Nature's breast, 

Thou methinks, art vainly seeking 
Truth, and peace, and rest. 

O'er that mother's ru^ed features 
Thou art throwing Famy's veil. 

Light and soft as woven moonbeams. 
Beautiful and frail 1 
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2 MISCELLANEOUS. 

O'er the rough chart of Existence, 
Rocks of Bin and wastes of woe, 

Soft aira breathe, anj f^en leaves tremble, 
And cool fountains flow. 

And to thee an answer cometh 
From the earth and from the sky, 

And to thee the hills and waters 
And the stars reply. 

But a 80ul-8ufficing answer 

Hath no outward orii^in ; 
More than Nature's many voices 

May he heard within. 

Even as the great Aug^ustine 

Questioned earth and sea and sky,* 

And the dusty tomes of learning 
And old poesy. 

But his earnest spirit needed 

More than outward Nature taught— 

More than blest the poet's vistou 
Or the sage's thought. 

Only in the gathered silence 

Of a calm and waiting frame 
Light and wisdom as from Heaven 

To the seeker carae. 

Not to ease and aimless quiet 
Doth that inward answer tend, 

But to works of love and duty 
As our being's end, — 

Not to idle dreams and trances, 
Length of face, and solemn tone. 

But to Faith, in dally striving 
And performance shown. 
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Earnest toil and strong endeavor 

Of a spirit wTiioh witliin 
Wrestles with familiar evil 

And besetting sin ; 

And without, with tireless vigor, 
Steady heart, and weapon strong, 

In the power of truth assaihng 
Every form of wrong. 



And his brief and simple record 
How serenely sweet I 

O'er life's humblest duties throwing 
Light the carlhling never knew, 

Fresheninc all its dark waste places 
As with Hermon's dew. 

AH whii;h glows in Pascal's pages — 
All whieh sainted Guion sought, 

Or the blue-eyed German Kahel 
Hali-u ■ ■ ■ ■ 



Beauty, sueh aa Goethe pictured, 
Such ae Shelley dreamed of, shed 

Living warmth and stairy brightneM 
Bound that poor man's head. 

Not a vam and cold ideal. 

Not a poet's dream alone, 
Bat a presence warm and real, 

Seen and telt and known. 

When the red right hand of slanghter 
Moulders with the steel it swung. 

When the name of seer and poet 
Dies on Memory's tongue. 
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L HISCSLLANEOUe. 

All biiglit tboiights and pure shall gatliet 
RouiiU Ibat meek aiid sufferiiis one — 

Gloi-ious, like the seer-seau angel 
Standing in the sun I 

Take the good man's book and ponder 
What ita pfifies say to tLi!«— 

Blessed as the band of healing 
May ita lesson be. 

If it only serves to strengthen 
Yearnings for a higher good, 

For the fount of liviug waters 
And diviner (bod ; 

If the pride of human reason 
Feeb its meek and slill rebuke, 

Quailing like the eye of Peter 
From the Just One's look 1 — 

If with readier ear thou heedest 
What the Inwai-d Teacher sailli, 

Listening with a willing spirit 
And a child-like f^ih, — 

Thou mayest live to bless the giver, 
Who himself but friul and weak, 

Would at least the highest welfare 
Of another seek; 

And his gift, though poor and low^ 

It may seem to other eyes, 
yet may prove an angel holy 

In a pilgiim's guise. 
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LEGGETTS MOSUIVTENT. 



Tes-— ]"le the marble o'er him! It is well 
That ye who mcwkod him m his Ion" stern strife, 
And planted in the pathway of liis iil'e 
Theplouglishares of your hatred hot from hell. 
Who clamored down the bold reformer when 
He pleaded for his captive fellow-men, 
Who sjiunied Mm in the market-place, and sought 

Within Uiy walls, St. Tammany, to bind 
In party chains the free and honest thouj^ht, 
The angel atterance of an upriglit mind, — 
Well IB it now that o'er bis grave ye raise 
The stony tribute of your tardv praise, 
For not alone that pile shall tell t« Fame 
Of the brave heart beneath, bat of the buildets' 
shame I 
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IN WAR TIMK 
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SAMUEL B. SEWALL 
HARRIET W. SEWALL, 



Olor I8CANU8 queries : " Why should we 

Vex at the land's ridiculous misarie < 

So on hia Usk banks, in the blood-red dawn 

Of England's civil strife, did careless Vaughan 

Bemoek his times. O friends of many years ! 

ThoQcrli faith and trust are stronger than our leara, 

And the signs promise peace with liberty, 

Not thus we trifle with our country s teaiB 

And sweat of agony. The future s Ram 

Js certain as God's truth ; but, meanwhile, pain 

Is bitter and tears are salt : our voices take 

A sober tone; our very household songs 

Are heavy with a nation's griefs and wrongs , 

And innocent mirth ia chastened for the salta 

Of tbe bravo hearts that nevermore shall beat. 

The eyes that smile no more, the unreturning feet 
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IN WAR TIME. 



THY WILL BE DONE. 

Is night,— with TliBe alone is day : 
From out the torrent's troubled drift, 
Above the slorm our prayers we lift, 
Thy will be clone I 

The flesh may fail, the heart may faint, 
But who are we to make complaint, 
Or dare to plead, in times like these, 
The weakness of our love of ease ? 
Thy will be done I 

We take with solemn thankfulness 
Our burden up, nor ask it less, 
And TOunt it joy that even we 
May suffer, serve, or wait, for Thee, 
Whose will be done 1 

Though dim as yet in tint and line, 
We trace Thy picture's wise design, 
And thank Thee that our age supplies 
Its dark relief of sacrifice. 
Thy wiU be done 1 

And if, in our un worthiness, 
Thy sat'rifieial wine we press ; 
If from Thy ordeal'a heated bars 
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Onr Teet are sflamed with crimson scare, 
Thy win be done 1 

If, for tlie aire to come, this hour 
Of trial hath vi.jarious power, 
And, blest hy Thee, our present pain 
Be Liberty's eternal ^ain, 
Thy will be done I 

Strike, Thou the Master, we Thy keys, 
The anthem of the destinies ! 
The tninor of Tliy loftier strain, 
Our hearts shall breathe the old refrain. 
Thy will be done 1 



A WORD FOR THE HOUR. 

The firmament breaks up. In black eclipse 

Light after light goes out. One evil star. 

Luridly glaring thi-ough the emoku of mar, 

Aa in the dream of the Apocalypse, 

Drags others down. Let us not weakly weep 

Nor rashly threaten. Give 03 ^race to keep 

Our faith and patience ; wherefore should we leap 

On one hand into fratricidal fight. 

Or, on the other, yield eternal right. 

Frame lies of law, and good and ill confound ? 

What fear we ? Safe on freedom's vantage-gronnd 

Our feet are planted : let us there lemain 

In unrevengeful calm, no means untried 

Which truth can sanction, no just claim denied. 

The sad spectators of a suicide ! 

They break the Hnks of Union : shall we light 

The fires ol' hell to weld anew the chain 

On that red anvil where each blow is pain ? 

Draw we not even now a freer breath, 
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As from our shoulders fells a load of death 
Loathsome as that the Tuscan's victim bore 
When keen »ilh Ufe to a .lead horror hound ? 
Why take we up the accursed thing agam ( 
Pitv, forgive, hut urge them back no .uore ^ 
WU di^k "i* passJou, flaunt disunion 9 r^ 
With its vile reptile-blazon. I.*t us prdss 
The golden cluster on our brave old Hag 
In cl^er union, and, if """'*'«""S ^f^',, _„ -„ 
Brighter shaU sliine the stars whith SOU remain. 

16(A,Wnn»i"i. 1861. 



«EIN FESTE BTJEti 1ST UNSER GOTT" 

(I.UTBEB'3 HTiMN.) 

We nait beneath the fumaoe-blast 

The pangs of transformation ; 
Not painlersly doth Goil recast 
And mould anew the nation. 
Hot burns the fire 
Where wrongs expire ; 
Sor spares the hand 
That from the land 
"Uproots the antient evil. 

The hand-breadth oloud the sagos feared 

Its hloody rain is dropping ; 
The poison plant the fathers spared 
All else is overtopping. 
East, West, South, North, 
It curses the earth ; 
All instice dies, 
And fraud and lies 
Ijve only in its shadow. 
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What j:ives tLe wheat^field blades of steel ? 

WTiat points tbo rebel tannon ? 
Wbat eels the roaring rabble's heel 
On the old star-spangled pennon? 
What breaks the oath 
Of the men o' the South? 
What whets the knife 
For the Union's life ?— 
Hark to the answer ; Slavery ! 

Then waste no blows on lesser foes 

In strife unworthy freemen. 
Grod lifla to-day the veil, and shows 
The features of the demonl 
O North and South, 
Its victims both. 
Can ye not oiy, 
" Let davery die I " 
And union Hnd in freedom ? 

What though the casl^out spirit tear 

The nation in his going ? 
We who have shared the guilt must share 

The pang of his o'erthrowing ! 



Who trust in God's hereafter ? 

For who that leans on His right arm 

Was ever yet forsaken ? 
What righteous cause can suffer harm 

If He ita part has taken ? 
Though wild and loud 



And dark the cloud, 
Bohlnil ils folds 
His hand upholds 
The call ■ ■■ 
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TO JOnH C. FREMONT. 

Above tho maddening pry for blood. 

Above the wild war-drumming, 
Let Freedom's voioe be heard, nitb good 
The evil overcoming. 
Give prayer and purse 
To stay the Curse 
Whose wrong we share, 
Whose shame we bear, 
Whose end shall gladden Heaven I 

In vain the bells of war shall ring 

Of triumpha and revenges, 
While still is spared tbe evil thing 
That severs and estranges. 
But blest the ear 
That yet shall hear 
The jubilant bell 
That rings the knell 
Of Slavery forever 1 

Then lot the selfish lip be dumb, 
And hushed the breath ot sighing ; 

Before the joy of peace must come 
The pains of purifying. 

Each ID his place 
To bear his lot. 
And, murmuring not, 
Endure and wait and labor! 



TO JOHN C. FREMONT. 



Thv error, Fremont, simply was 
A brive man's part, without the 
And, taking counsel but of 
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To strike at cause as well as congequence. 

0, never yet ance Roland wound his horn 

At RoQuesvalles, has a blast been blown 

rar-heard, wide^ehoed, startling as thine own. 

Heard from the van of freedom's hope forlorn 1 

It had been safer, doubtless, for the time, 

To flatter treason, and avoid offence 

To that Dark Power whose underlying crime 

Heaves upward its perpetual turbulence. 

But, if thine be the fate of all who break 

The ground for tnith's seed, or forerun their years 

Till lost in distance, or with stout hearts make 

A lane for freedom through the level spears, 

Still take tbon courage 1 , God has spoken through 

Irrevocable, the mighty words, Be free I 

■nie land shakes with them, and the slave's dull 

Turns from the rice-swamp stealthily to hear. 
Who would recall them now must first arrest 
The winds that blow down from the free Northwest, 
Kuffling the Gulf; or like a scroll roll back 
The Mississippi to its upper springs. 
Such words fulfil their prophecy, and lack 
But the fill! time to harden into things. 



THE WATCHERS. 

Bbbide a stricken field I stood ; 
On the torn lurf, on grass btkI wood, 
Hung heavily the dew of blood. 

Still in their fresh mounds lay the slain, 
But all the a!r wasouick with p^n 
And gusty sighs and tearful rain. 
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THE WATCHEB9- ^17 

Two aneels, each with drooping head 
And Iblded >vmg9 and noiselesa tread. 
Watched by that valley of the dead. 

The one, with forehead saintly bland 
And lipa of blessing, not tommand. 
Leaned, weeping, on her olive wand. 

The other's brows were ^^^arred and knit, 
His restless eyes w.ire watch-fires lit, 
His hands for battle-gauntlets fit. 

.' How long I "—I knew the voice of Peace,- 
" Is there no I'eipite V-no release /— 
When shall tht liopeleaJ quarrel cease f 

" O Loril, how long 1-One human soul 
Is more ihau any parcliincnt scroll. 
Or any flag thy winds unroll. 

" What price was Ellsworth's, young and brave ? 
How weigh the gift that Lyon gave, 
Or count the coat of Wintlirop'fi grave ? 

" brother 1 if thine eye can see, 
Tell how and when the end shall be,^ 
What hope remains for thee and me. 

Tiien Freedom sternly said : " I shun 
No strife nor pang beneath the sun. 
When human rights are staked and won. 

" I knelt with Ziska'3 hunted flock, 
I watched in Tuusaainfs cell of rock, 
I walked with Sidney to the block. 

" The moor of Marston felt my tread. 
Through Jersey snows the march I led, 
My voTce Magenta's charges sped. 
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" But now, through weary day and night, 
1 watch a vague and aimless fight 
For leave to strike one blow aright. 

" On either side my foe they own : 

One guards through love his ghastly throne, 

And one through fear to reverence grown. 

" Why wait we longer, mocked, betrayed. 

By open foes, or those afiaid 

To speed thy coming through my ajd ? 

"Why watch to see who win oi- fall?— 

I shake the dust against them all, 

I leave them to their seusuless brawl." 

" Nay," Peace implored : " yet longer wait ; 
The doom is near, the stake is great : 
God knoweth if it be too lat«. 

" Still wait and watch ; the way prepare 
Where I with folded wings of prayer 
May follow, weaponless and bare." 

" Too late 1 " the stern, sad voice replied, 
" Too late ! " its mournful echo sighed, 
In low lament the answer died. 

A rustling as of wings in flight, 

An upward gleam of lessening white, 

So passed the vision, sound and sight. 

But round me, like a silver bell 
Bung down the listening sky to tell 
Of holy help, a sweet voif: fell. 

" Still hope and trust " it sang ; " the rod 
Most fall, the wine-press must be trod. 
But aU is possible with God I " 
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TO ENGLISHMEN. 



TO ENGLISHMEN. 

You flung your taunt across the ware j 

We bore it as became tis, 
Well knowing that the fiittBi'ed slave 
Left friendly lips no option aave 

To pity or to blame ua. 

Tou scoffed our plea. " Mere lack of will, 

Not lack of power," you told us; 
We showed our fi-ee-stat* records; alill 
You mocked, confoundiug jrood and ill, 
Slave-haters and slaveholderj. 

We struck at Slavery ; to the verge 

Of power and means we checked it ; 
Lo I— presto, change I its claims yon urge. 
Send greetings to it o'er the surge, 
And comfort and protect it. 

But yesterday you scarce could shake, 

In slave-abhorring rigor, 
Our Northern palms for conscience' sake j 
To-day you claup the hands that ache 

With " wallopmg the nigger 1 " ^1 

O Englishmen I — in hope and creed, 
In blood and tongue our brothers I 

We too are heirs of Runnymede ; 

And Shakspeare's fame and Cromwell's deed 
Are not alone our mother's. 

" Thicker than water," in one rill 

Through centuries of story 
Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still 
We share with you its good and ill, 

The shadow and the glory. 
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Joint heirs and kinfolk, leagues of vrai 

Nor length of yeara can part 113 : 

Tour right is ours to shrine and grave, 

The eommon freehold of the brave. 

The gift of aainta and martjTS. 

Our very sins and folUea teai;h 

Our kindred frail and human : 
We carp at faults with bitter s|>eech. 
The while for one unshared by each. 



We bowed the heart, if not the knee. 
To England'i Quean, God bles5 her 1 

Wo praised you when your slaves went free ; 

We seek to unchain oars. Will ye 
Join bauds with the oppressor ? 

And b it Christian England eheers 

The bruiser, not the bruised? 
And must she run, despite the tears 
And prayers of eighteen hundred years, 

Amuck in Slavery's crusade ? 

O black disgrace t O shame and loaa 
Too deep for tongue to phrase on 1 

Tear from your flag its holy cross, 

And in your van of battle toss 
The pirate's Etull-boiie blazon I 



ASTR^A AT THE CAPITOL. 



When first I saw our banner wave 
Above the nation's council-ball, 
I heard beneath its marble wall 

The clanking fetters of the slave I 
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In the foul market-place I stowJ, 
And saw the Cliristian mother sold, 
And childhood witli its lotks of gold. 

Blue-eyed and fair with Saxon blood. 

I shut my ej'es, I held my breath, 

And, Bmotherinir down the wrath and ahai 
That set my Norlherii blood aflame, 

Stood ailent — where to speak was death. 

fieaide me gloomed the prison-cell 
Where wasted one in slow det;line 
For uttering simple words of mine, 

And loving fnedom all too well. 

The fl^ that floated from the dome 
Flapped menace in the morning air; 
I stood a pcnlled stranger where 

The human broker made his home. 

For crime was virtue : Gown and Sword 
And Law their threefold sanction gave, 
And to the quarry of the slave 

Went hawking with our symbol-bird. 

On the oppressor's side was power ; 

And yet I knew that every wrong, 

However old, however stron", 
But waited God's avenging hour. 

1 knew that truth would crush the lie, — 
Somehow, sometime, the end would be ; 
Yet scarcely dared I hope to see 

The triumph with my mortal eye. 

But now I see it 1 In the eun 

A free flag floats from yonder dome. 
And at the nation's hearth and home 

The justice long delayed is done. 
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(22 IN WAR Tmn. 

Not aa we hoped, in calm of prayer, 
The messane of dehTeranoe cornea, 
But hcrahled by roll of drums 

On mavea of battle-troubled iur !— 

Midst sounds that madden and appall, 

The Bon^ that Bethleliem's shepnerda knew I 
The harp of David jnelthig through 

The demon-trollies of Saull 

Not as we hoped ; — but what are we ? 
Above our broken dreams and plans 
God lays, with wiser hand than man's. 

The corDei^stoneB of liberty. 

I cavil not with Him ; the voice 
That frcBdom'B blessed gospel tells 
Is sweet to me as silver bells, 

KejoitingI — yea, I will rejoice I 

Dear friends still toiliun in the sun,— 
Ye dearer ones who, gone before. 
Are watchins! from the eternal shore 

The slow work by your hands begun, — 

Beioice with me 1 The chastening rod 
Blossoms with love; the furnaue iieat 
Grows cool beneath His blessed feet 

Whose form is as the Son of Godl 

Eejoicel Our Marah's bitter springs 
Are sweetened ; on our grounii of grief 
Rise day by day in strong relief 

The propheciea of better tiungs. 

lUioiee in hope 1 The day and night 
Are one with God, and one with them 
Who see by faith the cloudy hem 

Of Judgment frinjjed with Mercy's light 1 
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1 BATTLE AUTUMN. 



THE BATTLE AUTUMN OF 1862. 

Tbe flajTs of war Uke atorm-birda fly, 

The tliai^ing trumpets blow ; 
Yet rolls no thunder in the sky. 

No earthquake atrives below. 

And, calm and patient, Nature keeps 

Her anoient promise well, 
Tliouph o'er lier bloom and greenness sweeps 

The battle's breath of helL 

And sdll she walks in golden hours 

Through harvest-happy farms, 
And still she wears her fruits and flowers 

Like jewels on her a^ius. 

What mean the gladness of the plain. 

This joy of eve and morn, 
Tbe mirth that shakes the beard of grain 

And yellow locks of coro 'I 

Ah ! eyes may well be full of tears. 

And hearta with hate are hot ; 
But even-paced tome round the years, 

And Nature changes not. 

She meets with smiles our bitter grief, 

With songs our groans of pain ; 
She mocks with tint of Hoivi;r and leaf 



Still, in the cannon's pause, we hear 
Her sweet thanksgiving- psalm ; 

Foo near to God for doubt or fear, 
She sharas tb' eternal calm. 
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She knows the seed lies safe below 
The fires tbat blast and burn ; 

For ali the tears of blood we sow 
Sbe waits tbu rith return. 

She sees witb clearer eye than onra 
The gooij of suffering born, — 

The hoarls that blossom like her flowei*, 
And ripen like her corn. 

0, ffive to us, in times like these, 

The vision of her ej'es ; 
And make her fields and fruited trees 

Our golden prophecies ! 

0, give to us ber finer ear 1 

Above this stormy din. 
We too would hear the bells of cheer 

lUng peace and freedom in 1 



MITHRIDATES AT CHIOS.M 

Ksow'sT thou, O slave-cursed land! 

How, when tha Chian's cup of guilt 
Was full to overflow, there came 
God's justice in the sword of tlame 

That, red with slaughter to ita hilt, 
Blaaed in the Cappadocian victor's band 'f 

The heavens are atill and far ; 

But, not unheard of awful Jove, 
The sighing of the island slave 
Was answered, when the iEgean wave 

The keels of Mithridates olove, 
And the vinea shrivelled in the breath of wai 
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THE PaoOL; 

« Robbera of Chios! hark," 

The Tiotor crieil, " to Heaven's decree ! 

PJuek yotir last cluster from llie vine, 

Drain j'our last cup of Chian wine ; 

Slaves of your slaves, j-our doom shaJl bo, 

In Colchian mines by Phasis rolling dark." 

Then rose the Joni; lament 
From the hoar sea-^d's dusky caves : 
The priestess rent her hair and cried, 
" Woe \ woe 1 The jk«1s are sleepless-eyed ! " 
And, chained and scourged, the slaves of alavea, 
The lords of Chios into exile went. 

*' The gods at last pay well," 

So Hellas sang her taunting song, 
" The fisher in his net is caught, 
The Chian hath his master bought ; " 

And isle from isle, with laughter long, 
Took up and sped the mocking parable. 

Once more tie slow, dumb ycara 
Bring their avenging cycle round, 
And. more than Hellas taught of old, 
Our wiser lesson shall bo told. 
Of slaves uprising, freedom-crowned, 
To break, not wield, the scourge wet mth thd» 
blood and teara. 



THE PROCLAMATION. 

Saixt Patrick, slave to Milcho of the herds 
Of Ballymena, wakened with these words: 

" Arise, and flee 
Out from the land of bondage, and he free I " 
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S2fl IN WAK THrtE. 

Glad as a soul in pain, who hears from heaven 
Tlie angels sinking of his ains foT^iven, 

And, wonder! nir, sees 
His prison opening to tlieir golden keys, 

He rose a man who laid him down a slave, 
Shook from his locks the ashes of the grave, 

And outward trod 
Into the glorious liberty of God. 

He oast the symbols of his shame away ; 
And, passing where the sleeping Milcho lay, 

Though hack and limb 
Smarted with wrong, ha prayed, " God pardon 

So went he forth : bnt in God'i time he came 
To light on Uilline's hills a holy llamo ; 

And, dying, gave 
The land a saint that lost him as a slave. 

O dark, aad millions, patiently and dumb 
Waiting for God, your hour, at last, has come, 

Anil freedom's song 
Breaks the hing silence of your night of wrong ! 

Arise and flee 1 shake off the vile restraint 
Of ages; hut, like Ballymena's saint, 

The oppressor spare, 
{leap only on his head the eoals of prayer. 

Gc forth, like him ! like him return a^ain, 
To bless the land whereon in bilt«r pain 

Ye toiled at first, 
4nd heal with freedom what your slavery cursed. 
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ANNIVEK3ART POEM. SB 

ANNIVERSARY POEM, 

™,8 a imua. . ^. ,Qg ^ . ^ 

Once more, ilear friends, you meet [jj.math 

A clouded sky : 
Hot yet the swonl has found its sheath. 
And on the sweet spring airs the breath 

Of war floats by. 

Yet trouble springs not from the ground. 

Nor pain from chance ; 
The Eternal order circles round. 
And wave and storm And mete and bound 

In Providence. 

Full long our feet the flowery ways 

Of peace have trod, 
Content with creed and garb and phrase: 
A harder path in earlier days 

Led up to God. 

Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear, 

Are madu our own ; 
Too long the world has smiled to hear 
Our boast of full corn in the ear 

By others sown ; 

To see us stir the martyr firea 

Of long ago, 
And wrap our satisfied desires 
In the singed mantles that our ares 

Have dropped below. 

But now the cross our worthies bore 
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ProffesMon's i\met sleep is o'er, 
And in tlie scale of truth once more 
Our feith is weighed. 

The cry »rf innocent blood at last 

Is calling down 
An answer in the whirlwind-blast, 
The thunder and tlie shadow east 

From Heaven's dark frown. 

The land is red with judgmenta. Who 

Stands guiltless forth ? 
Have we been faithful as we knew, 
To God and to our brother true, 

To Heaven and Earth ? 

How faint, through din of merchandfie 

And count of gain, 
Have seomed to us the captive's cries I 
How far away the tears and sighs 

Of souls in pain I 

This day the fearful reckoning comes 

To each and ali ; 
We hear amidst our peaceful homes 
The BunimojLS of the conscript drums. 

The bugle's call. 

Our path is plain ; the war-net draws 

Bound us in vain, 
While, faithful to the Higher Causa, 
We keep our fealty to the lawa 

Through patient pain. 

The levelled gun, the battle-brand, 

We may not lake ; 
But, calmly loyal, we can stand 
And suffer with our suffering laud 
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ANN! VERS ART POEM. 



Be left to add our gain to gain. 

When over Armageddon's plain 

The trump is blown ? 

To suffer well is well tfl serve ; 

Safe in our Lord 
The rigid lines of law shall curve 
To spare us ; from oar beads shall swerre 

Ita smiting sword. 

And light is mingled with the gloom, 

And joy with jjrief; 
Bivinest compensations come. 
Through thoros of judgment mercies bloom 

In sweet relief. 

Thanlcs for our privilege to bless. 

By word and deed. 
The widow in her keen distress, 
The childless and the fatherless, 

The hearts that bleed I 

For fields of duty, opening wide, 

Where all our powers 
Are tasked the e^er steps to guide 
Of millions on a path untried: 

Thb slave 13 OURS I 



Our wards to cherish and uphold, 
And east their freedom in the mould 
Of Christian grace. 

And we may tread the sick-bed floors 

Where strong men pine. 
And, down the groaning corridors, 
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Who murmurs tbat in these dark days 

His lot is cast ? 
Goil's Iiand within the shadow laj-a 
The atones whBreon His gates of praase 



Rirn and o'ertarn, O outstretched Handl 

Nor stint, nor stay ; 
rhe years have never dropped their sand 
dn mortal issue vast and grand 

Already, on the sahle ground 

OF man's despair _ 
Is Freedom's glorious picture found 
With all its dusky hands unbound 

Upiaised in prayer. 

O, small jhall seem all sacrifice 

And pain and loss, 
When God shall wipe the weepin" eyes. 



AT PORT ROYAL. 

The tent-lijjhts fcUmmer on the land, 

The ship-linhts on the sea ; 
The nigh^wind smooths with drifting sand 

Our track on lone Tybee. 

At last our grating keels outsllde. 
Our good hoats forward swing; 
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ride the land-locked tide, 



For dear tlie bondman holds his giftfl 

Of music and of son|i: : 
The gold that kindly Nature eifts 

Among his sands of wrong ; 

The power to make his toiling days 
And poor home-comforts please ; 

The quaint relief of mirth tliat playa 
With sorrow's minor keja. 



■e field and garner, bam and byre 

Are blazing through the night. 

The land is wilil with fear and hate. 
The rout runs mad and fast ; 

From hand to band, from gate to gate. 
The flaming brand is passed. 

The lurid glow falls strong across 
Dark faces broad with smiles ; 

Not theirs the terror, hate, and loss 
That fire yon blazing piles. 

With oar-strokes timing U> their song, 

They weave in simple lays 
The pathos of reinembBred wrong. 

The hope of better days, — 

The triumph-note that Miriam snug, 

The joy of unca';ed birds ; 
Softening with Afviu's mellow tongua 

Their broken Saxon words. 
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SONQ or THE NEGRO BOATMEN. 

O, praise an" tanks ! De Lord he come 

To set de people free ; 
An' massa tink it day ob doom, 

An' we ob jubilee. 
De Lord dat heap de Red-Sea waves 

He jua" aa 'trong as den ; 
He say de word : we las' nigbt alavea ; 
To-day, de Lord's freemen. 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow. 

We'll hab de rice an' corn ; 
O nebber you fear, if nebber you he 
De driver blow his horn I 

Ole massa on he trabbels gone ; 

Heleafde land behind: 
De Lord's broff blow him furder on, 

Like com-shui;k in de wind. 
We own de hoe, we own de plough. 

We own de handa dat hold ; 

We sell de pig, we sell de eow. 

But nebber ehile be sold. 

" 'am will groi 

..Vllhabdur..^„., ^„,„ . 
nebber you fear, if nebber you hear 
De driver blow hia born 1 

We pray do Lord : he mb us signa 

Dat some day we bo free ; 
De Norf-wind (ell it tfl de pines, 

De wild-dnek to de sea ; 
We tink it nhen de churoh-beli ring, 

We dream It in do dream ; 
De rice-bird mean it when he sing, 

De eagle when he scream. 

De jam will grow, de cotton blow, 
WU hab de rice an' corn: 
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We know de promise nebber fail, 

An' nebber lie de word; 
So like de 'postles in de jail, 

We widted for de Lord : 
An' now he opon ebery door, 

An' trow away de key ; 

He tink we lub him so before. 

We lub him better free, 

De yam will grow, de cotton blow. 

He'll gib de riee an' corn : 
O nebber j'ou fear, if nebber you bear 
De driver blow his horn 1 



So sing our dusky gondoliers ; 

And with a setret pain, 
And smile>« that seem akin to tears. 

Wo hear the wild refrain. 

We dare not share the negro's trust. 

Nor yet his hope deny ; 
We only know that God is just, 

And every wrong shall die. 

Rude seems the song ; each swarthy faue. 

Flam e-lii;h ted, ruder still : 
We Biart to think that hapless race 

Must shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, dose as wu and suflerinp joined. 

We march to Fate abreast. 
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Sing on, poor hearts! your chant shall b« 
Our HTgn ofhlinht or bloom,— 

The Vala-Bong of Liberty, 
Or deaih-rmie of our doom I 



BARBARA FEIETCHIE. 



The oluHtered spires of Frederick stand 
Green-walleJ by tha hills of ilaryiand. 

Round about them orchards sweep, 
Apple- and peach-tree fruited deep, 



Bravest of all in Fredfintk town, 

She tool: up the tlag ihe men hauled down ; 
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BABUABA FKIBTOHIB. 



It shivered the window, pane and sash ; 
It rent the banner with aeam and gaah. 



She leaned far out on the window-sill. 
And shook it forth wilh a royal will. 



All day long through Froderick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet: 
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I WAK HUE. 



Over Barbara Friekliio's grave 
Fl^ ol' Freedom and Union, wave 1 

Peace and order and beauty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law ; 

And ever the stars above look down 
Od thy stars below in Frederiii tow 
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HOME BALLADS. 

COBBLER KEEZAR'S VISION.^ 

The beaver ijut his timber 

With TKitient teeth that day. 
The minks weru fish-wards, and the crowi 

Surveyors of highway, — 

When Keezar sat on the hillside 

Upon liis cobbler's form, 
With a pan of ooala on either hand 

To keep his waxed-ends warm. 

And there, in the golden weather. 

He stitclicd and hammered and Bung ; 
In the brook he moistenei! tiia leather, 

In the pewler mug hia tongue- 
Well knew the tougb old Teuton 

Who brewed the stoutest ale. 
And he paid the goo<i-wilc'a reckoning 

In the uoln of 90Dg and tale. 

The songs they still are ^nging 

Who dreas the hills of vine, 
The tales that haunt the Brocken 

And whisper down the Rhine. 

Woodsy and wild and lonesome. 
The swift stream wound away, 

Throuj^h biruhes and eearlet maples 
Flashing in foam and spray, — 
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Down on the sharp-horned ledge* 

Plunging in steep caseade, 
Tossinp; its white-maned waters 

Against the hemlock's shade. 

Woodsy and wild and lonesome, 
East anj west and north and south J 

Only the vilkge ol" fishers 
Down at the river's mouth ; 

Only here and there a clearing, 
With its farm-house rude and new, 

And tree-stumps, swart as Indians, 
Where the scanty harvest grew. 

No shoat of home-bound reapers. 

No Tintage-song he heard. 
And on the green no dancing feet 

The merry violin stirred. 

" Why should folt be gliim," said Eeezar^ 

" When Nature herself is glad. 
And the painted woods are laughing 

At the faces so sour and sad ? " 

Small heed had the careless cobbler 
What sorrow of heart was theirs 

Who travailed in pain witb the births jf God. 
And planted a state with prayers,— 

Hunting of witches and warlocks. 

Smiting the heathen horde, — ■ 
One hand on the mason's trowel. 

And one on the soldier's sword 1 

Bnt ^ve him his ale and cider, 

Give him his pip« and song. 
Little he eared for church or state, 

Or the balance of right and wron j 
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COBBLER KEKZAK'B TI8IOS. 3 

" 'Tia work, work, work," he muttered, — 
" And for rest a snuffle of psalms 1 " 

He smote on liia leathern apron 
With bis brown anil waxen palms. 

" for the purple harvests 

Of the (lavs when I was young ! 

For the merrj grape-stiuiie<i maidens, 
And tbe pleasant songs they sung 1 

*' O for the breath of vineyards, 

Of applps and nuts and wine I 
For an oar to row and a breeze to blow 

Down the grand old river Khine I " 

A tear in hia blue eye glistened. 
And droppe<i on bis beard so gray. 

" Old, old ain I," said Keezar, 

" And the Rhine flows far away !" 

But a cunnin" man was the cobbler ; 

He could call the birds from the trees, 
Charm the black snake out of the ledges, 

And bring baek the swarmLng bees. 

All the virtues of herbs and metals. 
All the lore of the woods, he knew. 

And the arts of the Old World mingled 
With the marvels of the New. 

Well be knew the trieks of mi^ie. 

And the lapscone on hia knee 
Had the gift, of tiie Mormon's goggles 

Or the etone of Doctor Dee. 

For the mighty master Agrippa 
Wrought it with spell and rhyme 

From ft fragment of myatjc moonstone 
In the tower of Netteebeim. 
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To a cobbler Mmnesinger 

The marvellous stone frave her- 
And he gave it, in turn, to Keezar, 

Who brought it over the aca- 

He held op tliat mystic lapstone, 

He hold it up like a lena, 
And he counted the long jeara coming 

By twenties and by tena. 

" One hundred years," quoth Keezar, 

"Andfilty hiveltold: 
Now open the new before me, 

And shut me out the old ! " 

Like a cloud of mist, the blackness 
Rolled from the magic stone, 

And a marvellous picture minf;led 
The unknown and the known. 



And cold north hills behind. 

But the mighty forest was broken 
By many a steepled town, 

By many a wliite-walled farm-house. 
And many a garner brown. 



Below in the noisy Tillage 
The flags were floating ^ny, 

And shone on a thousand laces 
The light of a holiday. 
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Swiftly the rival plouglimen 

Turned the browTi eaith from tlieir shares j 

There wore tbe craftsman's vrares. 

GoMen the gootl-wife'a butter, 

Ruby her ciirrantwine ; 
Grand were the strutting turkeys, 

Fat were the beeves and swine. 

Yellow and red were the apples. 
And tbe ripe pears russet-brown, 

And the peaches had stolen blushes 
From the girls who shook them down. 

And with blooms of hill aod wild-wood. 

That shame the toil of art, 
Mingled the gorgeous blossoms 

Of the garden's tjwpiu heart. 



What is it ] 


:aee?" 


'said Keozarl 


" Am I here, or a 


m I there ? 


1 it a ffite at 


Binge 


n? 


Do I look ( 


mFra. 


ikfort fair ? 



" But where are the clowns and puppets. 
And imps with horns and tail 7 

And where are the Rhenish flagons? 
And where is the I'c ' 



" Strange things, I know, will happen, — 
Strange things the Lord permits; 

But that droughty folk should be jolly 
Puzzles my poor old wits. 

" Here are smiling manly faces, 
And the maiden's 8t«p is gay ; 

Nor sad by thinking, nor mad by drinking, 
Nor mopes, nor fools, are they. 
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• BOUE BALLADS. 

" Here's pleasure without regretdng, 

And jrood without abuse, 
The holiday and the bridal 

Of beauty and of use. 

" Here's a priest and there is a Quaker, — 

Do the eat ami the dog agree V 
Have they burned the stocta for oveu-wood ? 

Have they cut down the gallows-tree ? 

" Would the old folk know their children ? 

Would they own the graceless town, 
With never a ranter to worry 

And never a wit<:h t« drown ? " 

Loud laughed the cobbler Keezar, 
Laughed like a scliool-boy gay ; 

TosMUB his arms above him, 
The lapslone rolled away. 

It rolled down the rugged hill-side. 
It spun like a wheel bewitched. 

It plunged through the leaning willows, 
And into the nver pitched. 

There, in the deep, dark water, 

The magic Btoue lies still. 
Under the leaning willows 

In the shadow of the hill. 

Bat oft the idle fisher 

Sits on the shadowy bank. 
And his dreams make marvellous pictures 

Where the wizard's lapstone sank. 

And slill, in the summer twilights. 

When the river seems to run 
Out from the inner giory. 

Warm with the melted sun, 
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AMY W^NTWOBTH. 

The weary mill-girl lingers 

Beside tbe ehanntd strpam, 
And ihe sky ami the poldeii water 

Shape and color her dream. 

Fair wave the sunset gardens. 

The rosy signils ily ; 
Her homestead beckons from the tloud, 

And love goes sailing by 1 



AMY WENTWORTH. 



As they who watch by sick-beds find relief 
Unwittingly from the great stress of grief 
And anxious care in fantasies outwroughE 
From the hearth's embers flickering low, or catight 
From whispering wind, or tread of passing feat. 
Or vagrant memory calling up some sweet 
Snatch of old song or romance, whence or whj 
They scarcely know or ask, — so, thou and I, 
Nursed in the fiuth that Truth alone is strong 
In the endurance which ontwearics Wrong, 
With meek persistence baffling bmtal force. 
And trusting God against the universe,— 
We, doomed to wateb a strife we may not al are 
With other weapons than the patriol^s prayer, 
let owning, with full hearts and moistened eyes, 
The awful beauty of self-sacrifice, 
And wrung by keenest sympathy for all 
Who give their loved ones for the living wall 
'Twixt law and treason,— in this evil day 
May haply find, through automatic play 
Of pen and pencil, solace to our pam, 
Aatf hearten others with the stren[;th r 
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S46 HOME BALLADS. 

I know it has been said our rimes reqnire 
No play of arr, nor rlalliance mitli Ihe Ijtb, 
Ho weak essay with Fancy's ohloroform 
Tn calm the hot, m»<l pulses of the storm, 
But the stem war-blast rather, such as sets 
The battle's teeth of serried bayonets, 
And pictures grim as Vemet's. Yet with these 
Some softer tints may blend, and milder ke)'3 
Relieve the storm-stun neil ear. Let us keep swee 
If so we may, oar hi:arts, even while we eat 
The bitter harvest of our own device 
And half a tentiiiT's moral cowardice. 
As Ntirnberg sang while Wittenberg defied, 
And Kranach painted by his Luthers side. 
And through the war-march of the Puritan 
The eUvar stream of Marvell's music ran, 
So let the hoa'^hold melodies be sunn;. 
The pleasant pictures on the wall be hung, — 
So iet ns hold against the hosts of night 
And slavery all our vant^:e- ground of light 
Let Treason boast its savagery, and shake 
From ita fl^-folds its aymbol rattlesnake, 
Nurse its fine arts, lay linuian skins in tan, 
And carve its pipe-bowls from the bones of man, 
And make the tak of Fijian banquets dull 
By drinking whiskev fram a loyal skull, — 
But let us guard, till this sad war shall cease, 
(God grant it soon ! ) the graceful arts of peace : 
No foes are con<]uered who the vii^tors teach 
Their vandal manners and barbaric speech. 

And while, with hearts of thankfalness, we bear 
Of the great common burden our full share, 
Let none npbraiil us that the waves entice 
Thy sea-dipped pencil, or some quaint device, 
Rhythmic and sweet, beguiles my pen away 
Prom the sharp strifes and sorrows of to-day. 
Thus, while the east-wind keen from Labrador 
Sings in the leaSess elius, and Irom the shore 
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AMT WBNTWORTH. 84^ 

Of the ereat aea comes the monotononB roar 

Of the Tons-breakind surf, and all the sky 

b gray with ulouii, home-bound and dull, I try 

To time a simpla legeii<l to the sounds 

Of winds in the woods, and waves on pebbled 

bounds, — 
A song tor oars (o chime with, suoh as might 
Be Buiig bj- tired sevpnintera, who at night 
Look fixiin their hemlock camps, by quiet cove 
Or beach, moon -lighted, on the waves tbey love. 
(So hast thou looked, when level sunset lay 
On the ealm bosom of some Eastern bay. 
And all the apraj--moist rocks and waves that rolled 
Up tho white aand-slopes flashed with ruddy gold.) 
Something it has — a flavor of the sea, 
And the sea's freedom — which reminds of thee. 
Its faded picture, dimly smiling down 
From the blurred fresco of the ancient town, 
I have nottcuehed with warmer tints in vain. 
If, in this dark, sad year, it steals one thoi^t 

from pain. 



Her fingers shame the ivory keys 
They dance so light along ; 

The bloom upon her parted lips 
Is sweeter than the song. 

perfumed suitor, spare thy smiles 1 
Her thoughts are not of thee ; 

She better loves the salted wind. 
The voices of the sea. 

Her heart is like an outbound ship 
That at its anchor swings ; 

The murmur of the stranded shell 
Is in the song she sings. 
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She questions all the winds that blow. 
And every fog-wreath <iim, 

And bids the sea-binis Hying north 
Bear messages to bim. 

She spewis tliem with tho thanks of me 

He perilled lifi; to save. 
And grateful prayers like holy oil 

To smooth for him the wave- 



But ne'er shall Amy Wentworth weai 
For him the blush of simme 

Who dares ta set his manly gifts 
Against her ancient name. 

The stream is brightest at its spring, 
And bloo<l ia not like wine ; 

Nor honored leas than he who heirs 
Is ho who founds a line. 

Foil lightly shall the prize be won. 
If love be Fortune's spur; 



Her home is brave in JaffVey Street, 
With alatcly stairways worn 

By feet of old Colonial knights 
And ladies gentle-born. 
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AMY WBHTWOKTH. ' 

Still green about its ample porch 

Tlie EniiUsh ivj- twines. 
Trained bai^k to show in English oak 

The herald's carve □ signs. 

And on her, from the waiuMOt old, 

Aneestviil fai^es fTOwn, — 
And this iias worn llie soldier's sword, 

And that the judge's gown. 

But, strong of will and proud as they, 

She walks llie gaiter)- floor 
As if she trod her sailor's deck 

By stormy Labrador ! 

The sweethrier blooms on Kittery-ade, 
And green are Elliot's bowers ; 

Her garden is the pebbled beach, 
The mosses are her flowers. 

She looks across the harbor-bar 

To see the whit<2 gulls fly ■■, 
His greeting from the Northern sea 

Is in their clanging cry. 

She hums a song, and dreams that he, 

As in its romance old. 
Shall homeward ride with silken saila 

And masts of beaten gold 1 

rank is good, and gold is fair, 
And high and low mate ill; 

But love has never known a law 
Beyond its own sweet will 1 
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THE COUNTESS. 



I KNOW nor, lime and bpace so mlervene, 
W hctlier, atill waiting witb a trast serene, 
Thou bearest up thy fourscore years and ten. 
Or, cslled at last, art now Heaven's eitJzen ■ 
But, here or there, a pleasant thought of thee, 
h\ke an old IViend, all day has bean with me. 
The shy, still boy, for whom thy kindly hand 
Smoothed bis hard pathway to the wonder-land 
Of thought and fanty, in gray manhood yet 
Keeps green the memory of his early debt. 
To-day, when (ruth and falsehood speak their words 
Through hot-lipped cannon and the teeth of swords, 
Listenmg with quickened heart and ear intent 
To each sharp clause of that stern argument, 
I stilt can hear at times a softer note 
Of the old pastoral muac round me float. 
While through the hot gleam of our civil strife 
Looms Uie ^en luiraM of a simpler life. 
As, at his alien jiost, the sentinel 
Drops the old backet in the homestead well. 
And hears old voices in the winds that toss 
Above his head the live-oak's beard of moss, 
So, in our trial-time, and undor skies 
Shallowed by swords like Islam's paradise, 
I wait and watth, and let my fancr stray 
To milder scenes and youth's Arcadian day ; 
And howsoe'er the pencil dipped in dreams 
Shades the brown woods or (mis the sunset streams, 
The i.-ountiy doctor in the foreground seems, 
Whose ancient sulky down the village lanes 
Dragsed, like a war-car, captive ills and pains. 
I could not paint the scenery of my son"-, 
Mindless of one who looked thereon so Ion" - 
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Who, nloht and <kj', on duty's lonely round. 
Made friends o' the wooda and rocks, and knew 

the souiiU 
Of each Boiall brook, and what the hiU-aide trees 
S^d to the winds that touched theii leafy keys ; 
Who saw so keenly and so well could pamt 
The village-folk, with all their hamors quaint,— 
The par^n amhlinp on bis wall-eyed roan, 
Grave and erect, with white hair backward blown; 
The tough old boatman, half amphlbioue grown ; 
The muttering witch-wife of the "Ossip's tale. 
And the loud atrs^ler levying bis bhick-mail,— 
Old customs, habits, superstitions, fears. 
All that lies buried ander fifty years. 
To thee, as is most fit, I bring my lay. 
And, grateful, own the debt I cannot pay. 



Over the wooded northern ndge, 

Between its houses brown. 
To the dark tunne! of the bridjre 

The street comes Straggling down. 

You catch a glimpse through birch and jnne 

Of gable, roof, and jioreh, _ 
The tavern with its swinging eign. 

The sharp horn of the church. 

The river's steel-blue crescent curves 

To meet, in ebb and flow. 
The single broken wliarf that serves 

For sloop and gundelow. 

With salt sea-scents along its shores 

The heavy hay-boats crawl. 
The long antenna of their oara . 

In laay rise and tall. 
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IS HOMK BALLADS. 

Along the gray abutment's wall 

The idle abad-net dries; 
The toll-man iu his cobbler's stall 

Sits Biuokiiig with closed eyes. 

You bear the jiier's low undertone 
01' waves that chafe and gnaw ; 

You start, — a skipper's horn is blown 
To raise the creaking draw. 

At times a blacksmith's anf il sounds 
With slow and sluggard beat, 

Or stage-coach on its dusty rounds 
Wakea up the staring street. 

A place for idle ejes and ears, 
A cobwebbed nook of dreams ; 

Left by the sti-eam whose waves are yei 
The stranded village seems. 

And there, like other moss and rust, 

The native dweller clings. 
And keeps, in uninquirlng trust, 

The old, dull round of things. 

The fisher drops bis ^tient lines, 
The farmer sows his grain. 



murmurmg pme« 



Content to hear tl 
Instead of ra 

Go where, along the tangled steep 

That slopes against the west. 
The hamlet's buried idlers sleep 

In still profounder rest- 
Throw back the locust's flowery plmne, 

The birch's pale-green soarf, 
And break the web of brier and bloom 

From name and epitaph. 
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A simple muster-roll of death, 
Of pomp anJ romance shorn, 

The dry, old names that coLiiiiion breath 
Has cheapened and outworn. 

Tet pause by one low mound, and part 

The wild vines o'er it laired. 
And read the woriis by rustic art 

Upon its headstone traced. 

Haply yon white-haired tillager 

Of fourscore years can say 
What means the noble name of her 

Who sleeps with common clay. 

An exile from the Gascon land 
Found refuge here and rest, 

And loved, of all the village band. 
Its fairest and its besL 

He knelt with her on Sabbath morn. 
He worshipped through her eyes. 

And on the pride that doubts and siiorii 
Stole in her faith's surprise. 

Her simple daily life he saw 

By homeliest duties tried. 
In all things by an untaught law 

Of fitness justified. 

For her his rank aside he laid ; 

He took the hue and tone 
Of lowly life and toil, and made 

Her simple ways his own. 

Tet still, in gay and careless ease, 

To harvesl^field or danee 
He brought the <;entle courtesies. 

The nameless grace of France. 
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And ete who taii^lit him love not le» 

From hitii slie loveil in turn 
Cau;;ht in her sweet uneonseiouancsa 

What love is quiek to learn. 

Each grew to each in pleased accord, 

Nor knew the gazing town 
If she looked upward to her lord 

Or he to her looked down. 

How sweet, when summer's day was o'er, 

Hia violin's mirth and wall, 
The walk on pleasant Newbury's shore, 

The river's moonlit sail ! 

Ah ! life is brief, though love he long; 

The altar and the bier. 
The huria! hjmn and bridal song, 

Were both in one shoi-t year 1 

H sr rest is quiet on the hill, 

Beneath tiie locust's bloom ; 
Fa ■■ off her lover sleepa as still 

Within his scutchuoned tomb. 

The Gascon lord, the village maid, 
Iq death sljll clasp theirnands; 

The love that levels rank and grade 
Unites their severed lands. 

What matter whose the bill-side grave, 
Or whose the blazoned stone 7 

Forever to her western wave 
Shall whisper blue Garonne 1 

Love 1— so hallowing every soil 
That gives thy sweet flower room. 

Wherever, nursed by ease or toil. 
The human heart lakes bloom ! — 
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Plant of lost Eden, from the aod 

Of sinful earth unriven, 
White blossom of the trees of God 

Dropped down to us from heaven 1 — 

This tangled waste of mound anil stone 

la holy for thy sake ; 
A aweetriyss which ia all thy own 

Breathes out from fern and brake. 

And while ancestral pride shall twine 
The Gascon's tomb with flowers, 

Fall sweetly here, O song of mine. 
With summer's bloom and showers! 

And let the lines that severed seem 

Unite again in thee, 
Ab western wave and Gallic stream 

Are mioKled in one Bea I 
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OCCASIONAL POEMS. 



NAPLES.— 1860. 



I GIVE thee joy I— I know to thee 
Tbe dearest spot on fiartb must be 
Where sleeps thy loved one by the summer sea 5 

Where, near her swaetest poet's tomb, 
The land of Virjiil gave thee room 
To lay thy flower with her perpetual bloom. 

I know that when the sky shut down 
Behind thee on the gleaming town. 
On Baiae's baths and Posilippo's crown; 

And, through thy tears, the mocking day 
Burned Isuhia's mountain Hues away, 
And Capri molted in its sunny bay,— 

Through thy great farewell sorrow shot 
The sharp pang of a hitler thought 
That slaves must tread around that holy spot. 

Thou knewest not the land was blest 
In giving thy beloved rest. 
Holding the fond hope closer to her breast 

That every sweet and saintly grave 

Was freedom's prophecy, and gave 

The pledge of Heaven to sanctify and save. 
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That pledge is answered. To thy ear 
The unchained city sends its cheer, 
And, tuned to joy, the muffled bells of fear 

Ring Vicl«r in. The land sits free 
And happy by the summer sea, 
And Bourbon Naples now is Italy ! 

Shu ^^niiles ahove her broken chain 

The languid smile that fbllorts pain, 

Stretching 'hit cramped limbs to the aun again. 

O, joy for all, who liear her call 

From Carnal do! i's convent- wall 

And Elmo's towers to freedom's carnival I 

A new life breathes among her vines 

And olives, like the breath of pines 

Blown downward from the breezy Apennines. 

Lean, my friend, to meet that breath. 
Rejoice as one who witm^scth 
Beauty from ashes rise, and hfe from death ! 

Thy sorrow shall no more be pain, 
Its tears shall fall in sunlit rain, 
iVriting the grave with flowers ; "Aristm agsuD 1 " 



THE SUMMONS. 

Mr ear is full of summer sounds. 
Of summer sights my languid eye; 

Beyond the dusly village bounds 

1 loiter in my daily rounds. 
And in (he noon-time shadows lie. 
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1 hear the wild bee wind his horn, 

The bird smin^-a on the ripened wheat. 

The long green lances of the corn 

Are tiling in the winds of morn, 
The locust shrills his song of heat 

Another sound my spirit hears, 

A deeper sound that drowns them all,— 
A voiee of pleading eliolted with tears. 
The call of human hopes and fears. 

The Macedonian evy to Paul! 

The storm-bull rings, the trumpet hlows; 

I know the wonl and countersign ; 
Wherever Freedom's vaii"uard goes, 
Where stand or fall her fncnds or foes, 

I know the place that should he mme. 

Shamed be the hands that idly fold, 

And lips that woo the reed's accord. 

When laggard Time the hour has tolled 

For true with false and new with old 

To fight the battles of the Lord 1 

O brothers I blest by parlial Fate 

With power to match the will and deed, 
To him your summons comes too late 
Who sinks beneath his armor's weight, 
And has no answer but God-speed ! 



THE WAITING, 
nd watch ; before my eyes 
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Like one whose llmba are bound En traDM 

1 hear (he day-sounds avrell and grow, 
And see atross the twilij;ht glance, 
Troop after troop, in swift advance, 
The shining ones with plumes of snowl 

I know the errand of their feet, 

I know what iiiighty work is thairi ; 
I can but lift up hands unmeet, 
The threshing- floors of God to beat. 

And speed them with unworthy prayers. 

I wilt not dream in vain despair 

The steps of pr<^ress wait for me : 
The puny leverage of a hair 
The planet's impulse well may apare, 
A drop of dew the tided sea. 

The loss, if loss there be, is mine, 

And yet not mine if understood; 
For one shall grasp and one resign. 
One drink life's rue, and one its wine, 
And Gtod shall make the balance good. 

power to do I baffled will ! 

O prayer and action I ye are ono 
Who may not strive, may yet fulfil 
The harder task of standing still, 

And good but wished with God is done I 
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Once more, O Mountains of the North, unveil 
Your brows, and lay your oloudy mantles by I 

And once more, ere the eyes that seek ye fiul, 
Uplift against tlie bUie walla of the sky 

Your niiphty shapes, and lut the sunshine weave 
Its golden net^work in your belting woods, 
Smfle down in rainbows from your falling floods, 

And on your kin-fly brows at mom and eve 
Set erowns of fire ! So shall my sou! receive 

Haply the secret of your calm and strength, 
Your nnforgotteu beauty interfuse 
My common life, your glorious shapes and hues 
And Bon-dropped splendors at my bidding coroa. 
Loom vast through dreams, and stretch in bil- 
lowy length 

From the sea-level of my lowland home 1 

They rise before me ! Last night's thunder-gnst 
Boared not in vain : for where its lightnings thrust 
Their tongues of fire, the great peaks seem so near. 
Burned clean of mist, so starkly bold and clear, 
I almost pause the wind in the pines to hear. 
The loose rock's fall, the steps of browsing deer. 
The clouds that shattered on yon slide-worn walla 
And splintered on the rouks their spears of rain 
Have set in play a thousand waterfalls, 
Makina the dusk and silence of the woods 
Glad with ihe laughter of the chasing floods. 
And luminous with blown spray and silver gleams, 
While, in the vales below, the dry-lipped streams 
Sing to the freshened raeailow-landi again. 
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So, lot me hope, the battle-storm that beats 
The land with hail and fire maj' pass away 
With ita spent thunders at the break of day, 

Like last night'a clouds, ami leave, as it retreats, 
A jrreener earth and fairer sky behind, 
Blown crystal-clear by Freedom's Northern wind I 



MONADNOCK FROM WACHU8BT. 

I WOULD I were a painter, for the sake 

Of a sweet pielure, and of ber who led, 

A fitting guide, with reverential tread. 

Into that mountain mystery. First a lake 

Tinted with sunset ; next the wavy lines 

Of far receding hills ; and yet more far, 
Monadnouk lifting from his night of pines 
His rosy forehead to the evening star. 
Beside na, purple-zoned, Waulmset laid 
Hia head against the West, whose warm light made 

His aureole ; and o'er him, sharp and clear, 
Like a shaft of lightning in raid-launching stayed, 
A single level uloud-bne, shone upon 
By the fierce glances of the sunken bud. 

Menaced the darkness with its golden spear ! 

So twilight deepened round us. Still and black 
The great woods climbed the mountain at our back ; 
And on their skirls, where yet the lingering day 
On the shorn greenness of [he clearing lay, 

The brown old farm-house like a bird's nest bung. 
With home-life sounds the desert air was stirred : 
The bleat of sheep along the hill we heard. 
The buciket plashing in Ihe cool, sweet well, 
The pasture-bare that clattered as they fell ; 
Dogs barked, fowls fluttered, cattle lowed ; the gate 



«jhy Google 



MOUNT AlK PICTURE 9. 



The welc'ome sound of supper-call to hear; 
And down the shadowy lane, io tinklings clear, 
The pastoral curfew of the cow-bell rung. 
Thua soothed and pleased, our backward path wa 

Praising the farmer's home. He only spake, 
Looking into the sunset o'er the lake, 

Like one to whom the far-off is most near: 
« Yes, most folks think It has a pleasant look ; 
I bve it for my good old mother's sake. 

Who lived and died here in the peace of 
Godl" ^ , 

The lesson of liia words we pondered o er. 
As silently we turned the eastern flank 
Of the mountain, where its shadow deepest sank. 
Doubling the night along our rugged road : 
We felt that man was more than his abode,— 

The inward life than Nature's raiment more ; 
And the warm sky, the sundown-tinted hill, 

The forest and the lake, seemed dwarfed and dun 
Before the saintly soul, whose human will 
Meekly in the Eternal footsteps trod, 
Making her homely toil and household ways 
An earthly echo of the song of praise 

Swelling from ange! lips and harps of seraphim 



OUR RIVER. 



Oncb more on yonder laurelled height 

The summer flowers have budded ; 
Once more with ^mmer's golden light 
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The vales of home are flooded ; 
Anil once more, Ijj the grooe of Him 
Of every goo[i the Giver, 



Itep 

■n ^, 

As fair as when the j-oun" Brissot 

Beheld it seaward flowing, — 
And bore its memory o'er the deep, 

To soothe a niart3T's sadness, 
And fnisco, in his troubled sleep, 

His prison-walls with gladness. 

We know the world is rich with streams 

Renowned in song and story. 
Whose music raurniurs through our dreams 

Of human love and glory ; 
We know thai Arno's banks are fair, 

And Rhine has castled shadows, 
And, poet-tuned, the Uoon and Ayr 

Go singing down their meadows. 

Bnt while, unpictnred and unsung 

By painter or by poet. 
Oar river waits the tuneful tongue 

And cunning hand to show it, — 
We only know tlie fond skies lean 

Above it, warm with blessing. 
And the sweet soul of our Undine 

Awakes to our caressing. 

No fickle San-God holds the flocka 
That graze its shores in keeping} 

No icy kiss of Dian mouks 
The youth beside it sleeping: 

Our Christian river loveth most 
The beautiful and human : 
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But oura of mail and woman. 

The miner in his cabin hears 

The ripple wo are hearing; 
It whispers sol^ to homesiok ears 

Around the settler's clearing: 
In SaiTamento's valei of com. 

Or Ssiitee's hloom of cotton, 
Onr river by its valley-born 

Was never yot forgotten. 

The drum rolls loud, — ihe bugle fills 

The summer air wiih rlanj^or ; 
The war-storm shakes the solid hills 

Beneath its tread of anger : _ 
Young eyes that last year smiled m outs 

Now point the rifle's barrel. 
And hands then stained with fruits and floweri 

Bear redder stains of quarrel. 

But blue skies smile, and flowers bloom on, 

And rivers still keep (lowing,— 
The dear God still his rain and sun 

On good and ill bestowmg. 
His pine-trees whisper, " Trust and wait 1 " 

His flowers are prophesying 
That all we dread of fhange or fate 

His love is underlying. 

And thou, Mountain-bom !— no mors 

We ask the wise AUotter 
Than for the fii-mneiis of thy shore, 

The calmness ol' thy water. 
The cheorful lights that overlay 

Thy rof^d slopes with beauty, 
To matoh our spirits to our day 

And make ajoy of duty. 
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ASDKEW RYKMAN'S PRAYEK. 

Andrew Rykman's dead and gone: 
You can see lila leaning s1at« 

In (he graveyard, and tbureon 
Read bi$ name and date. 

" Trust is truer than our fears" 
Runs the legend through the moss, 

" Gain is not in added years. 
Nor in death is loss." 

Stni the feet that thither trod, 
Ali the friendly eyea are dim ; 

Only Nature, now, and God 
Have a care for him. 

There the dews of quiet fall, 

Singing birds and soft winds stray J 

Shall the tender Heart of all 
Be less kind than they ? 

What he was and what he is 
They who ask may haply find. 

If they^ read this prayer of hia 
Which he left behind. 



Pardon, Lord, the lips that dare 
Shape in words a mortal's prayer 1 
Prayer, that, vfhen my day is done, 
And I see its setting sun. 
Shorn and beamleas, cold and dim, 
Sink beneath the horizon's rim, — 
When this ball of rock and clay 
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Crumbles from my feet away, 
And the solid shores of tiHnse 
Melt into the vague iinmBiise, 
Father I I may come to Thee 
Even with the befwar's plea, 
As the poorest of Thy poor, 
With my needs, and nothing more. 

Not as one who seets hU home 

With a step aasun^d I touii! ; 

Still behind the tread I hear 

Of ray iifo-companion, Pear; 

Still a shadow deep and vast 

From my westerins feet is oast, 

Wavering, doubtful, undefined. 

Never ahapen nor outlined ; 

From myself the fear has grown, 

And the shadow is my own. 

Yet, O Lord, through aU a sens« 

Of Thy tender providence 

Slays my failing heart on Thee, 

And confirms the feeble knee; 

And, at times, idj worn feet press 

Spaces of cool quietness, 

Lilied whiteness shone upon 

Not by light of moon or sun. 

Hours there he of inmost calm, 

Broken but by graleful psahn. 

When I love Thee more than fear Theo, 

And Thy blessed Christ seiims near me, 

With forgiving look, as when 

He beheld the Magdalen. 

Well I know that all things move 

To the splicral rhythm of love, — 

That to Thee. O Lord of all ! 

Nothing can of chance befall; 

Child and seraph, mote and star. 

Well Thou kuowest what we are; 

Through Thy vast creative plan 
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Looking, from the worm to man, 
There is pity in Thine eyes, 
But no hatred nor surprise. 
Not in blin^i caprice of will, 
Not in cunning sleight of ekill, 
Hot for show of power, was wrought 
Nature's marvel in Thy thought. 
Never careless hand and vain 
Smites these chords of joy and pain ; 
No immortal selfishness 
Plays the game of curse and bless : 
Heaven and earth are witnesses 
That Thy glory goovlneaa is. 
Not for sport of mind and force 
Hast Thou made Thy universe, 
But as atmosphere and zone 
Of Thy loving heart alone. 
Man, who wafteth in a show, 
Sees before him, to and fro, 
Shadow and illusion go ; 
All things flow and fluctuate. 
Now contract and now dilate. 
In the welter of this sea. 
Nothing stable is but Thee ; 
In this whirl of swooning trance, 
Thou alone art permanence ; 
All without Thee only seems, 
All beside is ehoice of dreams. 
Never yet in darkest mood 
Doubted I that Thou wast good. 
Nor mistook rny will for fate. 
Pain of sin for 'heavenly hate,— 
Never dreamed the gates of pearl 
Rise from out the burning marl. 
Or that good can only live 
Of the bad conservative. 
And through eounterpwse of hell 
Heaven atony be possible. 
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For nijeelf alone I doubt ; 
All is well, I know, mihout; 
I atone the beauty mar, 
I alone the musiu jar. 
Tet, with hands by evil atjuned. 
And an ear bj discord pained, 
) am groping for the keya 
Of the heaTeQly haraioniea; 
Still wLlhin my heailr 1 bear 
Love for all things good and f^r. 
Hands of nant or souls in pain 
Have not sought my door in vain ', 
I have kept my feally good 
To the human brotherhood; 
Scarcely have I asked in prayer 
That wbiuh others might not share. 
I, who hear with secret aliame 
Praise that paineth more than blame, 
Riuh alone m favors lent, 
Yirtuous by ai^cldent, 
Doubtful where 1 f»in would rest, 
Frailest where I seem the best, 
Only strong for lack of test, — 
What am I, that I should pr«ss 
Speinal pleas of selfisbnesa. 
Coolly mounting into heaven 
On my neighbor unforgiven ? 
Ne'er to me, howe'er di^-uiaed, 
Comes a saint unrecognized ; 
Never fails my heart to greet 
Noble deed with warmer beat; 
Halt and maimed, I own not lees 
All the grace of holiness ; 
Nor, through shame or self-distrust, 
Iiess I love the pure anil jusL 
Lord, forgive these words of mine : 
What have I that is not Tbine?— 
Whatsoe'er I fain would boast 
Heeds Thy pitying pardon most. 
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Thou, Eldar Brother I who 

In Thy flesh our trial knew, 

Thou, who hast been touched by the** 

Our most sad inflrmitics. 

Thou tdone Ihe gulf canst span 

In the dual heart of man, 

And between the soul aad sense 

Reconcile all dlffercns-e, 

Changti the dream of me and mine 

For the truth of Tliee and Tbine, _ 

And, through chaos, doubt, and strife. 

Interfuse Thy calm of life. 

Haply, thus by Thee renewed, 

In TTiy borrowed goodness good, 

Some sweet morning yet in God's 

IMm, leonian peiiods. 

Joyful I shall wake ^ see 

Those I love who rest in Thee, 

And to them in Thee allied 

Shall my soul be satisfied. 

Scarcely Hope bath shaped for me 
What the future life mjiy be. 
Other lips may well be bold ; 
Like the publican of old, 
1 can oiily urge the plea, 
" Lord, lie merciful to ma I " 
Nothing of desert I claim, 
Unto me belongetb shame- 
Sot for me the crowns of gold, 
Palms, and harpings manifold; 
Not for erring eye and feet 
Jasper wall and golden street. 
What Thou will, Father, give I 
All is gain that I receive. 
If my voice I may not raise 
In the elders' song of praise, 
If I may not, sin-defiled, 
Cl^m my birthright as a child, 
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Snffer it lliat I to Thee 
As an hired servant be ; 
Let the lowliest task be mine, 
Gratelul, so the work be Thine ; 
Let me find the humblest place 
In the shadow of Thy graee : 
Blest to roe were any spot 
Where teinptalion whispers not. 
If there be some weaker one, 
Give me strength to help him on ; 
If a blinder soul there be, 
Let me guide biin nearer Thee. 
Make my mortal dreams come true 
With the work I fain would do ; 
Clothe with life the weak intent, 
Let me be the thing I meant ; 
Let me find in Thy emploj' 
Peace that dearer is than joy; 
Out of self to love be led 
And to heaven acclimated, 
Until all things sweet and good 
Seem my natural habitude. 



So we read the prayer of him 
Who, with John of Labadie, 

Trod, of old, the oozy rim 
Of the Zuydor Zee. 

Thus did Andrew Eykman pray. 

Are we wiser, better grown. 
That we may not, in our day, 

Make his prayer our own ? 
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THE CRY OF A LOST SOUL.« 

In that black forest, where, when day is done, 
With a BnakK'e stillness glidBs the Amazon 
Darkly from sunset to the rising sun, 

A crvi aa of the pained heart of the wood, 
The long, despairing moan of solitude 
And da^ness and ihe absence of all good, 

Startles the traveller, with a sound ao ilrear, 

So full of hopeless agony and fear. 

His heart stands still and listens like his ear. 

The guide, as if he heard a dead-bell toll. 
Starts, drops hia oar against the gunwale's thole, 
Crosses himself, and whispers, " A lost soull" 

" No, Seflor, not a bird. I know it well, — 
It is the pained soul of some infidel 
Or cursfed heretic that cries from hell. 

" Poor fool 1 with hope still mocking his despmr, 
He wanders, shriekin" on the midnight air 
For huaian pity and for Chiistian prayer. 

" Saints strike him dumb ! Our Holy Mother hath 
No prayer for him who, anning unto death, 
Burns alwaya in the furnace of God's wrath ! " 

Thus to the baptized pagan's cruel lie. 
Lending new horror lo that mournful cry, 
The voyager listens, making no reply. 

Dim hums the E>oat-lamp : shadows deepen round, 
From giant trees with snake-like creepers wound. 
And the black water glides without a sound. 
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But in the traveller's heart a secret Bense 
Of nature plastic to benign intents, 
And an eternal good in Providence, 

Lifta to the sfany calm of heaven his eyes ; 
And lo I rebuking all earth's ominous cii.'s, 
The Cross of pardon ligbta the tropic ski.' 1 

« Father of all ! " he urges his strong plea, 
" Thou loveat all : thy erring child may be 
Lost to himself, but never lost to Thee ! 

" All souls are Thine ; the wings of morning bear 
Hone from that Presence which is everywhere. 
Nor hell itsulf can hide, for Thou art there. 

" Through sins of B( 
Through doubt and 

Thy pitying eye is on Thy 

" Wilt thou not make, Eternal Source and Goal I 
In Thv bag years, life's broken cirtle whole, 
And change to praise the cry of a lost soul ? " 



ITALY. 

Across the sea I heard the groans 

Of nations in the intervals 
Of wind aiid wave. Their blood and boneg 
Cried out in torture, crushed by thrones, 

And suukud by priestly cannibals. 

I dreamed of freedom slowly gained 

By marlvr inuukiiess, piitience, faith. 
And lo ! an athlete grimly stained, 
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I turn me, awe-strock, from the sight, 

Among the olnmoring thousands muto, 
I only know that God is right, 
And that tlie children of the light 
Shall tread the darkness under foot. 

I know the pent Sre heaves its crust, 
That sultry skies the bolt will form 
To smite them clear; that Nature must 
The balaiiee of her powers adjust, 

Though with the earthquake and the ston 

God reifins, and let the earth rejoicel 

I bow before His sterner plan. 
Dumb are the ori;ans of my choice ; 
He speaks in battle's slormy voice. 

His pr^sc is in the wrath of man I 

yet, surely as He lives, the day 

Of peace He promised shall be ours. 
To fold (he flags of war, aud lay 
Its sword and spear to rust away, 

Aud sow its ghastly fields with flowers 1 



THE RIVER PATH 
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A tender glow, exi::eedmg_ fair, 
A dream of day without its glare. 

With us the damp, the chill, tha gloom: 
With them the sunset's rosy bloom ; 



From out the darkness where we trod 
We gazed upon thrae hills of God, 

Whose light seemed not of moon or sun. 
We spake not, but our thought was one. 

We paused, as if from that bright shore 
Beckoned our dear ones goae before; 

And stilled our heating hearts to hear 
The vwees lost to mortal ear 1 

Sudden our pathway turned from night; 
The hills swung open to the light ; 

Through their green gates the sunshine showed 
A long, slant splendor downward flowed. 

Down glade and glen and bank it rolled ; 
It bridged the shaded stream with gold; 

And, borne on piers of mist, allied 
The shadowy with the sunlit side 1 
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" And the nidit eometli chill with dew, 
O Father !— let Ity light break tbrough ! 



" So let the eyes that fail on earth 
Oq thy eternal bills look forth ; 



A MEMORIAL. 



O THrCKKR, deeper, darker growing. 

The solemn viata to the tomb 
Must know henceforth another shadow, 

And give another ejpress room. 

In Jove surpassing that of brothers, 

We walked, O friend, from childhood's iay ; 

And, lookini; bauk o'er fifty euinmers. 
Our footprints track a common way. 

One in our faith, and one our longing 
To make the world within our reach 

Somewhat the better for our living, 
And gladder for our human speech. 

Thou heardst with mo the far-off voices, 

The old beguiling song of fame, 
But 'life to thee was warm and present, 

And love was better than a, name. 



«jhy Google 



A MEMO El AL. 871 

To homely joys and loves and friendships 

Thy genial nature fondly clung ; 
And so the shadow on the dial 

Ran back and left thee always young. 

And who could blame the generous weakness 

Whieh, onl}' to thysiilf unjust, 
So overprized the worth of others, 

And dwarfed thy own witb self-<iistrust ? 

All hearts grew warmer in the presence 

Of one who, seeking not his own. 
Gave freely for the love of giving, 

Nor reaped for self the harvest sown. 

Thy greeting smile was pledge and prelude 
Of generous deeds and Idndly worda ; 

In thy lar^e heart were fair guest-thambers, 
Open to sunrise and the birds ! 

The task was thine to mould and fashion 
Life's plastic newness into grace ; 

To make the boyish heart heroic. 

And light with thought the maiden's faea. 

O'er all the land, in town and prairie, 
With bended heads of mourning, stand 

The living forms that owe their beauty 
And fitness to thy shaping hand. 

Thy call has come in ripened manhood, 
The noonday calm oi heart and mind. 

While L who dreamed of thy remaining 
r<. . 1-. ..»i!i i..>w;...i . 



Ijve on, to own, with self-upbraiding, 
A debt of love atiU due from me,— 

The vfun remembrance of occasions, 
Forever lost, of serving thee. 
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iO OCCASIONAL POEMS. 

It was not mine amoiifs thy kinilred 
To join the silent funeral pi-ayers. 

But all that long sad day of auoimer 

My tears of mourning di-opped with theirs. 

Ail day the aea-waves sobbrd with sorrow, 
The birds forgot their merry trills; 

All day I heard the pines lainentinc; 
With thine upon thy homestead hills. 

Green be those hill-side pines forever. 
And green the meadowy lowlands be, 

And green the old memorial beeehes, 
Name-carven in the woods of Jjeol 

Still let them greet thy life companions 
Who thither turn their pilgrim feet, 

In every mossy line recalling 
A tender memory sadly sweet. 

O frienii! if thounht and sense avail not 
To know thee henceforth as thou art. 

That all is well with thee forever 
I trust the instinels of my heart 

Thine bo tlie quiet habitations. 

Thine the green pastures, blossom-sowa, 
And smiles rf saintly recognition, 

As sweet and tender as iby own. 

Thou com'st not from the hush and shadow 
To meet us, but to tbeu we come ; 

With thee we never can be strangers, 
And where thou art must still be home ' 
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O NONE in all tiio world before 

Were ever ffliiii as we t 
We're free on Carolina's shore, 

We're all at home and tree. 

Thou Friend and Helper of the poor, 
Who snftisred for our sake. 

To open every piiaon door, 
And every yoke to break I 

Bend low thy pitying face and mild. 
And help ua sing and pray ; 

The hand that hlessed the little child, 
Upon our foreheads lay. 

We hear no more the driver's horn, 
No more the whip we fear, 

This holy day that saw thee born 
Was never half so dear. 

The verj- oaks are greener clad. 
The waters hrighter smile ; 

O never shone a day so glad, 
On sweet St. Helen's Isle. 



Come once again, O blessed Lord I 
Come walking; on the sea 1 

And let the mainlands hear the word 
That seta the islands free I 
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Biineas, married it dunghter of Passaconaway, the great 
Pennaoook ohiaftain.in 1662. The wedding took plaoa 
■t Pennacook (now Coneord, N. H.), and the ceremmiiBi 
closed with a great feaet. According to tlie nsag^ of th« 
cWefe, FaaBaooiiaway oi'dereJ a select number ol hia man 
(o aocompnnj the iiewlv-mamed ooaple to the dwelilne 
of the husband, where in turn there was another great 
ftast. Some time after, the wife of Wmnepnrkit ei- 

Cresslng a desire to visit her father's house, was permittai 
. go acoflmpanied by a brava escort of her husband's 
chief men. But when she wished to return, her (iUliBr 
sent a ineasenger to Sangus, informing her husbniid, and 
Bskii^ him to come and take lior away. He Utornei fiw 
answer tliat he had escorted his wife to her father s lioiise 
in a style that became aehief, and that now if she wished 
to return, her father must sand her back in the smub way. 
Thb Passaconoway refused to do, and it Is said mat a^ 
terminated the connection of his daughter with the Sangoa 
chief.— Vide Mortai'i Neat Canam. 

NoTB 2, page II. 
Thia was the name which the Indians of New EnglBni 
^Ih infeTto^sag^mom acknowledged aliegiarioe. Paj- 
aaconaway seems to have been one of these chiefs, un 
residence Vas at Pennacook.-,Wo«. lh>L &«., vol. m 
pp. 21, aa. "He was regarded," snya Hubbard, " as a 
(treat sorcerer, and his fiima was widely spread. It wa» 
^d of hlra that he oonld cause a green leaf to grow in 
wlnhT trses to dance, water to burn, &c. He was, on- 
doubledlv, one of those shrewd and powerful men whoM 
iohievaments are always regarded by a barbarous people 
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as the resnlt of Eupernatural aid. The Indians gave b 
snoh the nflmes of Fowahs or Pajiisees." 

" The Paniiees are men of great couraj^e and wisdom 
md to these the Derill appeareth more familiarly than U 
otiierg." — WinaloiB't Sdatuai. 



Theraai 
In IhB cavities 
merly stored ai 



The Spring God See ftujer H'iiS«ni«'< Key, &o. 



"Mat wonck kunna-monee." We shall see thee or her 
no more. — HJe Roger WiUiamt's " Key la &e IwEiai Lan 

Noii 7, ptge 28. 
"The Great South West God."— fife Roger WiUiam^t 
" Obaeiralumi," &c. 



MoGG Meqose, or Hegone, woa a .eader among the 
Saoo Indians, in the bloody war of 1(177. ile attacted 
Rnd captnreil the garrison at Black Point, October 13tfa 
of that year; and oat olf, at the »an>e time, a party of 
Biislishmen near Saoo River. From a deed signed by thli 
Indian In 1664, and from other circnmBtances, it seemi 
that, iireviotis to the war, he had mingled much with th« 
On tills acconnt, he was probably selected by 
Vi their agent, in the treaty signd 



the principal aacl 
In November, 161 
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99, and settled among Oie PenobBcot Indlan9, near the 
onth of their noble river. He here took for his wive« 
ianghters of the great Modoeawaiido— the most power- 
=o,.i.ovn ^f ti... ^,. j£j, castle was pluiiJered by 



Non 10, pigs Si. 
The owner and oommander of the garrison at 
I'oint, which Mogg attacked and plundered. He w 
Old man at the period Ui which the t»le celates. 



Major Phillips, one of the principal men of the Colony. 
His garrison sustained a lone and terrible siege by the 
Bayases. As a magistrate and a gentleman, he exacted 
of his plebeian neighbor) a remarkable degree of defer- 
ence. The Court Records of the settlement inform ua 
that an individual was lined for the heinous offence of 
wjing; that " Major Phillipe' mare was as lean as an lo- 
dim dog." 

Non 13, pagsSS. 
Captain Harmon, of Georgeana, now York, was, for 
many years, the terror of theT;astetn Indians. In one ol 
his enpeditions up the Kennebec River, at the head of a 
party of rangers, be discovered twenty of the savages 
isleep by a large fire. Cautiously creeping towards them 
nntil he was certain of his aim, he ordered his men to 
sinRle out their objects. The flret discharge killed or 
mortally wounded the whole number of the UQConsoiooi 
■leepen. 

Note 18, pegrSS. 
Wood Island, near Bie mouth of the Saco. It Ta» 
rtsited by the Sieur de Monta and Champlain, in 1603. 
The following eitraot, from the journal of the latter, re- 
lates to it. "Having left the Kennebec, we ran along the 
coast to the westward, and cast anchor under a small 
island, near the main-land, were we saw twenty or more 
natives. I here visited an ishind, beautifully cloihed with 
a fine growth of forest trees, particnlarly of the oak and 
walnnti and OTerspread with viaes, Ihat, in their seOBOn, 
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^t eflicjent and : 



if Richard BonythOE, Gflnt, 



find, liy 






of tl- 



that, for BC 



Ills wife. Soon afler^lia 
the hoose of his ftitb^. 
lourt" adjudged "John 
ofany of his majesty's 
." ICourt ReoOTds or 
dcHance to the 
awed. He acted 

_..^ _. .._ ^, id hence, doubts 

irleaque title of "The Sagamore of Saoo, which 
lawn ta the present geueratioa in the followinft 



Gibaon, the minister, and Mary, 

In 1846, the " Great and General 
Bonython ontlawed, and inoapab 
laws, and proclaimed him a rebel." (O 
the ProvinGB, 164G.] In 16S1, he bade 
laws otMttssaohuaetts, and wb 
Independently of all law and " 



B; some means or other, he obtidned a large estate, 
this poem, I have lalten some liberties with him, 
strictly warranted by historical facts, although the oi 
duct imputfid to Mm ia in keeping with his general oh 
acter. Over the last years of his life lingers a deep < 
(wnritr. Even the manner of his death is uni!ertaia. 
apposed to have been killed by the Indiai 



No™ M, page S3. 
Foswell's Brook flows from a marsh or bog; called the 

On this brook, and surrounded by wild and romantic 
■cenery, is a beantiful waterfall, of more tjun sixty feet. 

NoTs 16, page 36. 

Hiacoomes, the first Christian preacher on Martba'^ 

IRneyardj tor a biography of whom the reador is referred 

~Q iDcreaae Mayhew's account of the Praying Indiana, 
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the PowwawBj'— then, calling two or three of them by 
nnme, he railed at them, snd told them they were de- 
OBived, for the Powwaws could kill all the meeting Indinns, 
if they set about It. But Hiacocmea told him tbat ha 
would be iu the midst of all the Powwaws in Ihe island, 
and they should do the utmost they could agunst him; 
Bud when they should do their worst by their witchcraft 
to kill him, he would without fear set himself aeninst 
thfim, by reiDBmberine Jehovah. He told them also ha did 
put all the PowwawB under his heel. Such was the fuith 
of this good man. Nor were these Powwaws ever able to 
do these Christian Indians any hurt, though others were 
frequently hurt and killed by them." — Maj/heta, pp. 6, 1. 

0.1. 

If on 17, p«gH 39. 
" The tooth-ache," says Roger Williams in his observa- 



tions upon the language and customs of the Kew England 
'-^'■-- J the only pame which will force tlieir atouto 
cry." He aftsrwarda remarks thiit even tlie 



men hi this pajne." 

Note 18, psge 41- 

(TuKarauKoia, " Let us drink." TFeetan, "It is sweet." 

Vtde Roger Williams's Key to the Indian Lanen^e, "in 

that parte of America called New England. Lordon, 

1643, p. S5. 

Note 19, page &. 

Wefuoraanii — a house god, or demon. "They — tlia 

Indians — have given me the names of thirty-seven gods, 

which I have. Si which in their eolemne Worships tliey 

fnvocato!" R. Williams's Briefe Observations of the 



Customs, JJanners, Worships, &c., of tlie Natives, a 
Peoo* ind'Warre, In Life and Death: on all which ii 
»dded Spiritual Observations, General and Particular, of 
Chiefe and Snecial nse — upon all occasions — to all the 
English inhabiting these parts! je* Pleasant and Pmfitable 
.toOieTiBwofallMeue. p. 110, o. 21, 
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Nora 20, page4G. 
Mt. Daaert Island, the Bald Moantaiti npon which nvo 
looks Frenchman's and Ponob«cot Bav. ft was neon tli 
bland that tJie Jesuits made thsir earliest settlement. 



NoTB 21, page IT. 
Father Hennephi, a. rQissionary among the Iroqnoi! 
mentions that the Indians believed him to be a oonmroi 
and that they were particDlarlv afraid of a bright silTt 
ohalice whieli ho had in his pcisessiOQ. " Thelndians, 
Bays Pere Jerome Lallamant, " fear os as the grea'.e! 



-~..or and ohiaftain of Nomagewoct." He was killed 
In the attack of the Eoglish upon Norrldgewocli, in 1721. 

Hon 2S, page 19. 
Pere Halle, o; Rasles, was one of the most zeaions and 
indefatigable of that band of Jesuit missionaries who at 
the beginniiig of the seventeenth oentnry, panelraKid 'the 
forests of America, with the avowed object of convertuii 
the heathen. The first religions mission of the lesuits to 
the savages in North America, was in 1611. The zeal'of 
ae fathers f™ thB conversion of the Indians to tlw 
Oatholie faith, knew no boands. For this, thev pluneed 
Into the depths of the wQdemessi habitnat^d ifemsel^ 
to all the hardships and privations of the natives ; soffered 
cold, hnnger, and soma of them death itself, by the ex.- 
tremest tortnrea. Pore Brobenf, after laboring in the 
cause of his mission for twenty years, tiiether with his 
companion, Pera Lallamant, was burned alive. To tbasc 
might be addea the names of those Jesuits who were put 
n-K "^ H "le.Iraqnois-I'aniel, Gamier, Butotiui, La 
Riborerde, Goupil, Conatantin, and Lleeeonis. "For bed- 
■ays Father Lallamant, in his Sdation 3e ct ™i I'eil ifa^ii 
fc^SB da BtrORi, 1S40, c. 3, " we have DOthin" but s 
miserable piece of bark of a tree; for nourishmant a 
^'!''["' "7. ^^'^ "' =""'' "'"■" ™«''«'i "i" 'faked in water, 
which seldom satisfies oar hunger; and after alL not yen' 
tnrmg to perform even the ceremonies of onr religion, 
ml;liout being oonsidered as sorcerers." Their suocess 



«jhy Google 



KOTES. 889 

among ths natives, however, by no means equilled lliali 
esertions. Pere LHllaniant ssys—" With respect to adult 
persons, in good health, thara la little apparent euooessi 
on the contrary, there ViHve been nothing but storms and 
whirl whids fmra that quarter." 

Sehnstian Halle eiitabiished himself, sometime about tha 
year 1670, aC Norridgewock, where he continued more than 
furty years. He was aoousecl, and perhapn not without 
jnstice, of exoitlng his praying Indians RBiiiiiat tiie hn^. 
lisli, whom he looked npon as the enemies not onlj' of his 
king, but also of the Catholic relision. Ha was killed iy 
liie tlngliah, in 1734, at the foot of the cmaa, which hb 
own hands Imd planted. This Indian church was brokaa 
np, and its mamherfl either killed outright or dispersed. 

In a letter written by Balle to his nepliew, he gives the 
fbllowing account of his church, and his own labors. " AL 
my converts repidr b> the church regularly twice every 
day; first, very early in the momina, to attend mass, »nd 
again in the evening, to assist in the pravers at snuset 

attention is easily distracted, Ihave composed prayora, 
calculated to inspire them with just ssntiments of the 
august sacrifice of our altars: they chant, or at least re- 
cite them aloud, during mass. Besides preaching to them 
on Sundays and saint's days, I seldom let a working day 
pass, without making a concise exhortation, for the pur- 
pose of inspiring them with horror at those vices to which 
Hiey are most addicted, or to confirm them in the practice 
of some particular virtue." Vide Lettres I^fiinta tt 
Oir., vol, 6, page 137. 



Note 24, pi«8 68. 
The character of Ralle has probably never been cor- 
rtctly delineated. By his lirethrenof the Romish Church, 
be has been nearly apotheosized. Oirtbe other hand, oar 
Puritan historians have represented him as a demon in 
human form. He was undoubtedly sincere in his devo- 
Kon to the interests of his church, and not over-sompuloua 
as to the means of advancing those interests. "The 
French," says the author of the History of Saco and 
Biddeford, " after the peace of 1713, secretly promised to 
iupply the Indians with arms ftnd ammunition, H they 
wonld renew hostilities. Their principal agent was Om 
eelebrated Balle, Che French Jesuit." p. 216- 
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390 NOTES. 

Nan 2S, psg« 81. 
Herial de Ronville whs an iiutive Htii! nnsparine anemi 
rfdie KngUsh. He w:is the loader of the combined Frencfc 
SD<) iTidinn forces which dcetroved Deerlield ]iiid mnssacred 
ilH inliHhitiuitK, in IT03. He vma alterwnrdg killed in the 
uttnuk lirxin HiiTerhill. Trndition e»vs that on exnmining 
bin dea'l hi-dy, hln head nnd face were found to be paj> 
factlv smooth, without the ellglit«st appeu^noeof iiau or 
beard. 

NOTS 28, ]»ge 62. 
CoipaiiBBt—toiahkh wssaaieen t Are yon afraid 7— why 
faar you ! 



piinR the gov- 

Adiniral of New England," mnde'a carefnl snrvey of 
the coast from I'eiioliacot to Cape Cod, in the eammer of 
1014. 

Nora 2S, pugs 72. 

Lake Winnipi3eo(!;ee— 77ie SmUe ofiht Great ^rU— 
tbn source of one of the branches of the Merrimack. 



Note 29, p^o 72. 

Cnpt. Smith gnvo to the promontory, now called Cape 

Am, the nnme of Tragahisanda, in memory of his young 

caf.tiva at Conatantlnopla, like Deademona, " loved him 
l«i the dangers he had passed." 

San SO, page 71. 
Rome three or fbur years since, a fVagrnBnt of a statna, 
raJelv chiselled from dark gray stone, was found in the 
town "of Uradfmd. on the Merrimack. Ita origin must be 
Isft entirely to conjecture. The fact that the ancient 
Northmen 'visited f^'ew Enslnnd, some centuries before 
the discoveries of Columhus, is now very generally ad- 
mitted. 
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NotB 32, pBi» IIT. 
Tous8.itNTL'0uvEKTUHB,llie blnck chieftain ofHavtl, 
was a slave on the pltiiitatioti " de Libertas," lieli>iisi"S to 
M. Bavoit. When the rishig of tlie nasroes took place, 
in ITUl, TouasAiST refuse.! t« join them ontil he hud 
aided M. BAitun and his Bimily to eaoiipe to Bnltimore. 
The white iniin had disctivcred in Toussaint many noble 

Sualities, ami had innlnicted him in Bonie of tTie first 
[wichea of educacioni and the preservation of hia life 
vas owing t« Uie negro's gratitude for this kindness. 

Li 1797, I'ouBsahit L'Onverlnre waa appointed; by the 
French government, Geaenil-in-Chief of the armies of St. 
Domingo, and, as such, signed the Convention with Gen- 
eral Maitland, tor the evacnation of the island by the 
Britiah. From thia period, until 1801, the island, under 
the government of Toussamt, was happy, tranquil, and 
prosperous. The raiaarahle attempt of Napoleon to re- 
establish slavery hi St. Domingo, although it failed of its 
Intended object, proved fatal to the negro chieftain. 
Treacherously seized by Leclerc, he was hurried on tionrd 
■ vessel by night, and conveyed to France, where he waa 
confined in a oold subt«rranean dungeon, at Besancon, 
where, hi April, 1B03, he died. The treatment of Tous- 
saint finds a parallel only in the murder of the Duke 
D'Knghein. ft was the remark of Godwin, in his Lec- 
tures, that the West India lalands, since tlieir first dis- 
covery by" Columbus, could not boast of a single name 
which deserves comparison with that of Toussaint L'Ou- 



The reader may, perhaps, call to mtnd the beautiful 
sonnet of William Worrfsn-orth, addressed to Toussaint 
L'Ouverture, during his oonfinement in t'ranca. 

" Toomalnt !—l!iou meet nnhippy man of men I 



Thoogli fiilLen thySHlf, m 
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